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Faculty Committee 
Division of Theatre Arts 
School of Fine and Applied Arts 
Boston University 
Boston, Massachusetts 
Gentlemen : 
Herewith I respectfully request permission of you to 
prepare an acting book on the part of ! OTHER COURAGE 
in Bertold Brecht's play of the same name . as partial 
fulfillment for the Master of Fine Arts Degree . 
I have always found Brecht's work exciting and have 
entertained a desire to play Mother Courage one day, 
therefore it is to the study of this role that I would 
like to devote my 1rork. 
As an actress, used to popula r forms of the theatre, I 
feel that this part will provide an excellent opportunity 
for me to expand in directions which are not usually 
offered ~ the naturalistic or realistic forms of the 
theatre, although this peculiar brand of theatre is so 
well-mixed with the realism of stage that it is very 
often referred to as ''narrative realism". 
Brecht's MOTHER COURAGE is in epic style. One of the 
exciting challenges of this part lies in t his style of 
writing. I feel challenged to have chosen something I 
know nothing about, but yet something that has the 
possibility of expanding my understanding and 
appreciation for $his type of theatre. The epic form 
is one which is completely strange and different from 
what I have done s far and one which demands of the 
actor meny technical skills, emotional control and 
stability, and abilities which other forms can do 
vri thout. 
The style of the play is the deciding factor in holY" the 
actor should play his part. The playwright has expressed 
himself in the particular form which best suits his 
purpose and lrhich will best communicate his idea. 
Hence, it. is the work of the actor to find in the 
style of the acting that f orm of expression for him 
which the play requires and which therefore can best 
communicate the idea and the intention of the author. 
MOTHER COURAGE ia an amazing part, one of the most 
difficult ever written and a different type of theatre-
very unlike from what we are used to-demanding a 
different type of acting. It is a style in which it is 
written and which Brecht intended for it to be acted. 
In conclusion then, I intend to study the epic form 
of theatre to find out lrhat is implied in this form 
for an actor attempting to express himself within it. 
Bearing all these points in mind, I would like to 
discover through which of the various means, devices 
and methods of my craft at this stage, I as an actress 
can best be able to bring to life the character of 
Brecht's MOTHER COURAGE. 
Respectfully, 
II 
Goksel Kortay 
I 
" I doubt that any other play has paid 
such homage to mankind's greatest virtue, its heroic 
determination to somehow, almost anyhow, keep on 
pulling the 1v-agon further on through interminable 
war and famine and the brutish incomprehension of 
man by man. I also doubt that any other play has 
made such a sanely furious protest against these 
conditions in human society." 
On MOTHER COURAGE by Tennessee Wil liams 
New York Times, December 3, 1961 
I 
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E S S A Y 
The Play : 
MOTHER COURAGE stands out as the ultimate example 
of Brechtian theatre, and I venture to say probably the best 
in all epic theatre. In it Brecht achieved the balance of 
what can be expected of the narrative realistic style in 
theatre. Its real limitation may be that it has followed 
some of the theoretical requirements too closely and there~ 
fails to do justice to the story and characters, which are 
there and which come so close to being great. Yet, in its 
way, perhaps it is great. It has the largest cast of 
interesting characters, each of whom are different, each of 
whom has a story to tell and each of whom the story is 
independent. All of them, and Mother Courage best of all, 
are no doubt real people-realistically drawn. But they 
are also symbols of things. Mother Courage (Anna Fierling) 
in this play, is the na~ion who profits off war. Yvette is 
a victim of war, who compromises and accepts her victimi zati on. 
Kattrin is kindness personified. Swiss cheese is honesty. 
Eiliff is bravery. But these characters do not remind us at 
first sight, nor do they remind us constantly that they are 
symbols, or that they are demonstrating something. I t is 
there, but it is implied very subtly. The story, without a 
doubt, bears out the slogan repeated early in the play. 
".fuen a war gives you all you earn, 
One day it may claim something in return"· 
The dramatic theme of MOTHER COURAGE is basically 
the story of war and the people who through their own 
choosing and their own innocence must come to terms with 
war in their o'\m ways. Mother Courage is the leading 
I 
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character. She is real, and as deeply drawn as any other hero 
of a different play. And only because she is real, and 
because her story is real, we are interested. It is curious 
to see how Brecht maintains the objective interest of the 
audience as well. Just vhen there is a danger of the 
audience becoming too involved, in the story, the scene 
ends and the next one begins. Or he brings Mother Courage 
down stage and lets her sing a song about herself or her 
present situation •••• thus the actress is alienated for a 
moment for the special notice of the audience. But in 
spite of a ll its sensible and carefully artistic balance, 
the play presents difficulties for the actress. This must 
have been true for even the best actress, for Herbert Bl au 
vrites on the di f fering opinions of MOTHER COURA.GE, in the 
Tulane Drama Revi ew, expressing how various actresses 
reacted to the play in a most different manner than Brecht 
himself had intended. The best example of this diff erence 
is seen in Helen Weigel's performance of t e ro le of 
.Mother Courage. She opposed her husband in his relentlessness 
of the character. She said t hat one could not help but 
like and be sympathetic tova rd her because it was in the 
text of t he play, and no amount of throwing away , or playing 
down could correct the thing Bertold objected t o. From this 
it may be inferred that may be Brecht did not rea lize what 
he vas doing in writing the play. Perhaps the chara cters 
got out of hand and began to have a life of thei r own. 
Ylliatever the reason, the controversy still goes on, and 
each new performance of the play brings in the same question, 
"How likeable and warm should Mother Courage be'?! " 
With all its simplicity, the play is lifted 
by the amazing courage of one woman, her fearlessness 
dominates in the face of ever· the most tragic moments 
in himan life. Yes, she possesses warmth, and 
sensitivity; she is human. 
Mother Courage as portrayed by Bertold Brecht 
belongs to the classic repertoire of all the heros 
of theatre. 
Analysis of role : 
MOTHER COURAGE is an anti-war play. By way of 
documentation, through the particular selection of real 
events, the characters show us war, leaving to us whatever 
conclusions and judgements we have to wake . Underlying ideas 
are found more in the actions than in the words. As Brecht 
does not write in the conventional three-act formula-
exposition, climax, and denoument- but in a form that is 
a chronicle play. He uses the minimum scenery and expresses 
himself in vigorous dialogue, breaking out into song to 
' 
point the moral of his scenes, and also to comment on the 
characters themselves. Hi s style, is amazingly difficult 
for an actor who is not from that school of acting. 
Mother Courage is a woman who follows the battles 
with her caravan, in the opening scene consisting of her 
three children and herself, selling wares to the soldi er s , 
and the action tells how she loses her three children one 
aft.er the other and ends in poverty and loneliness. Like 
all great works of art, MOTHER COURAGE can be interpreted 
in many different ways. It can be an a t tack on the 
unscrupulousness of Kings, and Generals, an essay in pacifism, 
an epic of mother-love, a work on the dangers of greed, 
hypocrisy, and various other things. Actually, it is one of 
all these things at the same time, and this is what makes 
it a great play. 
Mother Courage is drawn as an earthy female 
reminding very much of Falstaff, with Falstaff charact eristics 
in her coarsely skeptical views of war, honor and courage. 
Since the war is on and since the profit motive is nothing 
to be laughed at as she marches on, dragging her children 
and her wagon, selling shoes, shirts, and drink to the 
soldiers. Her best beloved son, she loses to the army by 
the end of the first scene. Swisscheese, her second son, 
becomes an army paymaster, and 1v-hen his regiment is overrun 
by the enemy, he is too honest to turn over the cashbox. 
His captors are subject to bribe, but since Mother Courage 
haggles too long over the price, the boy dies before the 
firing squad while Mother Courage stands still. Just before 
the death of Swisscheese Mother Courage had implied that 
she will do anything to save her son. It is characteristic 
Brechtian cynicism to stage a conflict between greed and 
mother love, and have greed win. 
In the end she l os es her two children, one of 
them, l{attrin is a symbolically ~te daughter, figure of 
innocence, and Mother Courage still marches on, singing her 
song. 
The difficulty t o make this character come alive 
lay in the fact that the physical qualities of the woman 
and outward , rough, earthy, at times masculine appearance 
and the strengtlt was very difficult to realize. Tlte danger 
vas in making her a monster for whom the audiences would 
not care and therefore would not be interested, or make her 
a warm human being with ltumanly faults and weaknesses, 
which therefore would draw the audience to her and ma.Ice them 
interested in her story, and in her message within the 
story. I chose the second road. I must hasten to add here 
that I had the good fortune of acting this part out in 
the Graduate Production directed by William Thrasher. 
!other Courage is greedy, at times heartless, 
selfish, a profiteer of war. But written in the script, 
there is that side of her that cannot be overlooked. She 
is dra1m sympa theti ca.lly, 11i th warmth. She does not cry 
I 
when Swisscheese is killed because of her haggling too long, 
but that night when she goes to sleep, she lies long hours, 
vide awake, and at the end of a sleepless night, her pillow 
would be wet because of the tears she shed through the night. 
Her boots would hurt her feet, if she had a headache she 
would not tell anyone. Her strength eomes from the fact that 
she can bear anything by herself, and come out of it 
apparently undamaged. 
After many a long discussion, my director and I 
decided to interpret Mother Courage as a basically warm 
and sympathetic human being, as it is implicitly implied 
by the playwright. Brecht, however, vas disgusted when 
audiences vept at the end of the play as other Courage 
dragged her wagon, a mute indomitable symbol of humanity's 
will to endure. I nov realize that making Mother Courage 
sympathetic did not help what Brecht wanted-to jar the 
audiences from the play, to alienate them. The most 
difficult problem is the alienation problem. In the Advice 
to the Actor which Brecht gave before a group of Danish 
workmen-actors, he said, 
"I see them walking, and talking, the ruling ones, 
Holding the threads of your fates in white, cruel 
hands 
These you should watch ve~ closely. And now 
Imagine what happens all around you, imagine these 
struggles. 
Pictorially just like historic occurrences. 
For this is the vay you are meant to perform them 
stage afterwards. 
The fight for the job, sweet and bitter discussions 
Between man and woman; arguments about books; 
Resignation; rebellion; effort and failure, all 
I 
This you will represent as historic occurrences". 
In this short pa ragraph is hidden Brecht's 
whole theory of acting. He wished to alienate, to cool off, 
the dramatic story, to hold it at arms length, so to 
speak. In this way he hoped to make audiences more 
reflective and critical, to keep them from being entranced 
by an exciting, over-emotional empathy. I, portraying 
Mother Courage, therefore had the problem of telling t he 
story as found in t he text, without interpreting it 
according to my likes and dislikes, "'lrorking towa r d a 
peculiar combination of involvement and non-involvement 
simultaneously, which was a very difficult task, and 
which was never fulfilled in my performance . Emotion for 
Brechtian drama is not invalid, and Brecht hims elf could 
induce considerable emotion, but he did not want it to 
become the whole of a play and its final effect. 
For "Epic Theatre" the actor must not f eel 
himself completely into his role. If he does in the manner 
of a Stanislavskian actor, he will promote illusion 
instead of jarring the audience so that the audience 
may observe and evaluate events instead of losing 
himself in them. In another one of his essays about 
the alienation method Brecht says, "The Chinese performer 
does not act as if in addition to the three walls 
around him there was also a fourth wall. He makes it 
clear that he knows he is being looked at ••• The 
audience forfeits the illusion of being unseen 
spectators at an event which is really taking place ••• 
The performer wishes to appear alien to the spectator. 
Alien to the point of arousing surprise.This he 
manages by seeing himself and his performance as alien. 
In this way the things that he does on the stage become 
astonishing. By this craft everyday things are 
removed from the realm of the self-evident". 
Brechtian theatre demands the actor to instruct 
the audience rather than entertain, to show the audience 
the meaning of his actions. 
The over-all action of the play is to keep 
her family alive and together by making a living from 
the war. The spine of the role of Mother Courage is 
to survive. 
Interestingly enough, I came accross a 
poem by Brecht called Posterity , which could have been 
one of the songs in MOTHER COURAGE, it fits so well 
whet Courage wants to do in the play. 
"I came to the cities at a time of disorder 
When hunger ruled. 
I came among men in a time of uprising 
And I revolted with them 
So the time passed away • 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
I ate my food between massacres 
The shadow of murder lay upon my sleep. 
And when I loved I loved with indefference. 
I looked up on nature with impatience. 
So the time passed away 
Which on earth was given me. " 
I 
RESEARCH 
Histo!Y of the play: 
MOTHER COURAGE was written in 1938-39, 
after Brecht was recognized as a leading figure in 
the modern theatre. It was first produced in Zurich 
Schauspielhaus on April 19, 1941 by Leopold Lindtberg. 
Therese Giehse played Mother Courage, vith Langhoff 
as Eiliff, and Gerda Muller as the old peasant woman. 
Sets were designed by Teo Otto. It was produced in 
Berlin, in Deutches Theatre on January 11, 1949 by 
Brecht and Engel. In this production, Helen Weigel, 
Brecht's wife, played Mother Courage, who to this day 
still remains as the only actress who portrayed and 
brought alive the character of Mother Courage fully, 
and richly. The latest production by the Berliner 
Ensemble was first produced in September 1951 and 
was taken to the Paris International Theatre Festival 
in 1954. 
, Other worthwhile productions of MOTHER 
COURAGE since 1951 are as follows : 
Palace Theatre, London, August 27, 1956. 
Theatre Nationale Populaire, Paris, November 
18, 1951. (Produced by Vilar with Germaine 
Montero). 
Teatro dei Satiri, Rome, November 1952. 
Royal Theatre, Copenhagen, October 7, 1953. 
Barnstaple, June 1955, by Theatre Workshop. 
BBC Broadcast, Third Programme, December 4, 
1955. 
Marines Memorial Theatre, San Francisco, 
n 
January 17, 1956. 
Other productions include Oslo, Tel-Aviv, 
Finland, Rumania, Japan, Stockholm, Holland, 
and Turkey. 
The latest rumors state that the recent version 
of the play (Bentley's 1961) will be produced on Broadway. 
Publications of MOTHER COURAGE : 
Period : 
New Directions (1941) H. R. Hays English 
translation. 
Versuche 9 (1949). 
Stucke VII (1953). 
Modern Theatre II (1955), Eric Bentley English 
translation. 
Bertold Brecht, Nine Plays (1961), Revised 
English version, Eric Bentley. 
AfOTHER COURAGE was written in Denmark, while 
Brecht was in self-exile, a time of his life when he was 
changing countries more often than shoes. The play was 
completed a year before he came to the United States (1940). 
At the time the play was written, Brecht was 
thirty-five years old and at the height of his career as 
a writer and contributor in the theatre of the day. This 
was a critical time in his life as well, a time when he 
yearned to cry out against Hitler. He wanted to stand up 
against the social injustices of his time in Nazi Germany. 
And that is what he precisely did. With his friends, 
among whom were some literary figures of repute- such as 
Thomas and Heinrich Mann, Thomas Mann's son Klaus, Ernest 
Toller, Arnold Zweig - they plotted the do1mfall of 
I 
·----
Hitler. But as Germany became unbearable beyond hope as 
a home, he moved to Denmark. 
His popularity scarcely existed outside of 
Germany except for THE THREE PENNY OPERA. Therefore it 
was difficult for him to start anew to establish himself 
as a figure in the European theatre. The difficulty lay 
in the fact that to a non-German public, his plays were 
hardly comprehensible because of the subject-matter. 
Therefore he returned to a more poetical way of writing 
rather than social commentary. In this period of dramatic 
career, when he was most desperate and helpless, he made 
some of his most important contributions to the theatre. 
Out of this period came : GALILEO (1937), THE TRIAL OF 
LUCULLUS, (1~38), THE GOOD WOMAN OF SETZUAN (1938-40), 
and M~THER COURAGE (1938-39). 
He moved to Finland i n 1940, as he saw Denmark 
was no more a safe place for a man who vas hated by the 
Nazis. In Denmark he could obtain a visa into the United 
States, which took him to this country in 1941. 
Playvri~ht : 
Born in Augsburg, Germany, on February 10, 1898, 
Bertold Brecht's birth ma rked the return of the century 
as his career did later on by introducing a new trend in 
the theatre. His father was a well-to-do citizen, the 
managing director of a paper-mi ll, and his mother was 
the daughter of a civil servant from the Black Forest. In 
spite of his parents' mixed catholic-Protestant heritage, 
he was christened and brought up in the Protestant 
Church. 
His radicalism of his later years was evident in 
his early years when he was known as a "sensitive, and 
taciturn child, nonconformist and quiet in a quiet, 
negative 1ray". One of Brecht's poems about himself proves 
to be very revealing in this vein : 
11 I grev up as the son 
Of well-to-do people. My parents 
Put a. ' collar round my neck and taught me 
The habit of being waited on 
And the art of giving orders. But 
When I had grown up and looked around me 
I did not like the people of my own class 
•••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
And I left my own class and joined 
The common people ••• 11 
In his early years, he lived in betveen the 
rise and spread of Communism, at a period represented by 
such historic events as the Russian Revolution in 1918. 
This provoking period influenced Brecht's opinions about 
established orders be it social, political , religious, 
and later on theatrical. On the other hand it was this social 
struggle that gave him the urge to write and the material 
f~r his writings. 
\fuile a medical student in Munich, he began 
working as a. theatre critic for Der Volksville, the local 
voice of the leftist Independent Socialist Party. His 
style was marked by its "rudeness". In a short while he 
c~mpletely abandoned his medical studies and chose the 
theatre instead. Although his early plays were not 
important as far as success goes, nevertheless their style 
and writing was notable, and it aroused interest. Finally 
with DRUMS IN THE NIGHT, he gained some recognition. The 
I 
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famous Berlin critic, Herbert Ihering, wrote of the 
opening night performance of the Munich production : 
"The twenty-four year old poet Bertold Brecht 
has changed the literary face of Germany overnight. With 
Bertold Brecht a new tone, a new melody, a new vision 
has entered our time". 1 
That year (1922), Brecht vas awarded the Kleist 
Prize, an annual avard given to tpe best young dramatic 
talent. Thus Brecht was established as an upcoming dramatist 
at twenty-four. But sadly enough, when DRUMS IN THE NIGHT 
was produced in Berlin, it turned out to be a bitter 
failure in spite of the keen and close interest of Max 
Reindhartdt. 
The next important period in the life of Brecht 
and his theatre was the Berlin period (1924-1933). At this 
time The Berlin Theatre was being run by three great 
producers, Reindhardt, Jessner, and Piscator. This was the 
"epic" theatre in Germany, and therefore a suitable time 
f~r Brecht whose main interest and talent was in epic 
literature. From t hen on he began to take big strides tolrard 
success and fame, lrhen finally he began to take big strides 
to1rard success and fame, when finally he became such a 
threat as a social commentator to the Nazi Germany of the 
day, that he was forced into exile in 1933. For years he 
wandered in Europe from coutry to country, and at last he 
had to get away from Europe to escape Nazi vengeance. 
He secured admission to United States in 1941. This period 
in his life proved to be the least fruitful as far as 
his dramatic career is concerned. The American theatre 
did not respond to Brechtian style. He wrote a great deal 
during his stay in the States and made the acquiantance of 
1 Herbert Ihering, "Der Dramatiker Bert Brecht," Berliner 
Boersen-Courier, 10.5.1922. 
Hans ~isler and Paul Dess~u, both musicians, with whom he 
collaborated in later years. 
He was finally recognized in this country primarily 
through the big hit of THE THREE PENNY OPERA.. While his 
sojourn in the United States, he established an acquiantance 
with the noted Eric Bentley, who later on helped him a great 
deal to gain recognition in this country. He renewed his 
association with Reindhardt and Piscator, who were both in 
this country at the time. Gradual ly Brecht's plays were 
translated into English and produced here, and his name 
became stronger in the American Theatre. 
In 1947, Brecht was asked to appear before the 
Committee of Un-American Activities. Through the brilliance 
of his intellect and ready-wit . , he managed to persuade 
the judges to believe his innocence. Soon after this, 
Brecht returned to Europe and soon to Germany, and deciding 
on what side he is, settled in East Berlin (1948) and 
lived there until his untimely death in 1956. It was here 
that he established the now famous Berliner Ensemble, which 
mainly consisted of the company that had acted in Brecht's 
and Engel's production of the MOTHER COURAGE at the 
Deutsehes Theatre. 
Brecht died in August 14, 1956 due to a coronary 
thrombosis. His death came very untimely. He was fifty-
eight years old, and had he lived he might have helped to 
improve the modern theatre. 
His loss did not seem to effect the Berliner 
Ensemble which is one of the most promiuent theatre 
companies today that B~echt founded, it still has the 
support and talent of Helen Weigel, Brecht's wife. 
Fortunately enough the theatrical techniques of Brecht are 
beginning to show their influence in America and in Europe. 
Between the time he 1rrote his first play, 
DRUMS IN THE NIGHT and his death, Brecht has contributed 
an extraordinary legacy to modern literature including 
over forty plays, two novels, short stories (several volumes) 
innumerable poems, and an extraordinary amount of wor.k 
with motion pictures. 
It is time that someone else re-echo the 
German critic's praise of such an important figure in the 
modern theatre. 
Comparison with previous interpretations of role : 
As I have not seen other productions of 
liOTHER COURAGE, it is rather hard to make an intelligent 
comparison depending only on the pictorial and printed 
material of other productions. The outstanding resource 
for this purpose where I have turned is a book called 
Theaterarbeit, an excellent book which gives an account 
for the first six productions which is fully illustrated. 
The primary difficulty in using this book lies in the 
fact that it is written in German 1ri th no English 
translations. Therefore, since I do not read German, I 
only have to rely and judge by the pictorial material. 
Reflections on Brechtian Theatre: 
Working very extensively to lea rn about Brecht's 
Theatre and Brecht's work, in the course of prepa ring the 
part of Mother Courage, I was very much intrigued in his 
theatre because I think it is very important to the 
theatre of modern day. Brecht's is a social theatre 
with the primary purpose of reflecting and possibly 
correcting certain social evils. Today's world is one 
beset with social evils and whose people seem relatively 
blind to potential correctives. Yet the theatre is one 
art that absolutely pro hi bits its participants such 
blindness. It is too much of a mirror of what we are, 
and no amount of alienation can remove t he theatre far 
anough to limit its strong influences of people. 
The theatre 1rill always exist in one form or 
anothe r. If it is bad and reflect ignobility and decadence 
then we will more than likely grow more ignoble and 
decadent as a social structure. But if it can reflect 
nobl e ideas, and noble ideals; if it can lift the vision 
of mankind to anything of the great truths about 
himself then there is hope for change, for 
correction. And there is hope for theat re at its finest. 
It is possible that such developements as 
Brecht's t hat will help us to gain suclt insight and 
vi s ion. It cannot do it a lone, nor can it suffice as 
our one and only kind of theatre, but it can point 
the way and serve as a guide. And it is to this that 
Brecht was dedicated : "Today~'says Brecht, "when the 
human being must be grasped as the totality of the 
I 
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social relationships, only the epic form can enable the 
dramatist to find a comprehensive image of the world ' . 
The individual, precisely the flesh and blood individual 
can be understood only by way of the process wherein 
and whereby he exists. The new dramaturgy must acquire 
a form which will not make use of throbbing suspense, 
but will have suspense in the relationship of its 
scenes which will charge each other with tension. This 
form will therefore be anything but a stringing 
together of scenes such as we find in revues." 
I 
I 
I 
I 
CHRONOLOGICAL HIGHLIGHTS OF BRECHT'S WORK 
Bavaria 
1919 - First theatre criticism for Augsburger Volkswil1e. 
1921 - First short story in Der neue Merkur (Munich). 
1922 - Publication of plays Baal and Drums in the Night. 
December. Drums in the Night produced at 
Deuts ches Theatre in Berlin. 
1923 - Munich Premie r of In The Jungle of the Cities. 
1924- fu'unich premier of Edward II. Brechtl's first 
production. 
Berlin 
1926- Darmstadt premier of A Man's A Man. 
1927 - Fi rst book of ppems : Die Hausposti1le (Domestic 
Breviary.) July. Baden-Baden premier of 
Mahagony ('Songspeil'). Nobember. Article in the 
Frankfurter Zeitung. on the 'Epic Theatre'. 
1928 - Berlin premier of Threepenny Qpera, Theatre am 
Schiffbauerdamm. 
1929 - Brecht produced his first 'Lehrstucke' (didactic) 
plays: The Flight of the Lindbergs,and The Baden 
Play for Learning, produced at Baden-Bad~n. 
1930- First three issues of Brecht's Versuche (Studies), 
or collected miscellaneous writings, including 
first note on the p l ays. 
n~rch. Leipzig Opera premier of The Rise and Fall 
of t he City of Mahagony. 
June. He Who Says Yes, premier in Berlin. 
Later He Who Says No, reworking of He Wbo Says Yes. 
December. The Measures Taken, premier in Berlin. 
First collaboration with Hanns Eis ler. Fi rst 
outspokenly communistic work. 
1931 - Releas e of film version of The Threepenny Opera. 
January. Radio adaptation of Hamlet broadcast, 
Berlin. 
1932 - Film, Kuhle Wampe released. 
January. Berlin premier of The Mother. 
April. Broadcast of St. Joan of the Stockyards, 
Berlin. 
1933 - All publications and pr oductions in Germany 
interrupted. 
Scandinavia 
1933 - Anna-Anna or n1e Seven Deadly Sins, Brecht's 
only Ballet (and his las t major work with Kurt 
Weill) premiered at the Theatre des Champs-Elysees 
in Paris. 
1934- First (and only completed) novel, The Threepenny 
Novel. 
His second book of poems : Lieder Gedichte Chore, 
(with Eisler) . 
1934 - Brecht 'tv-rote his last (Lehrstuck), The Ho ratians 
and the Curiatians. 
1935- Speech to International Writer 's Congress in 
Defense of Culture in Paris. 
The Mother produced in English in New York, at 
-
1936-
1937 -
1938 -
1939 -
1940 -
1941 -
the Civic Repertory Theatre produced by The 
Theatre Union. 
First number of Das Wort (liioscov) edited by 
Brecht, Feuchtwanger and Brede!. 
Copenhagen premier of The Roundheads and the 
Peakheads. (The notes on this play contain 
the first kno1m mention of 'Verfremdung' or 
'alienation 1 .) 
Paris premier of Fear and Mis eEY of the Third 
Reich. (Translated later into English by 
Eric Bentley as The Private Life of the Master 
Race.) 
Produced by Brecht. 
First and only two volumes of Malik edition of 
Collected Plays. 
Final number of Das Wort. 
Third book of poems : Svendborger Gedichte. 
Beromunster broadcast of The Trial of Lucullus. 
Zurich Schauspielhaus pre~ier of Mother Courage. 
U. S. A. 
1942 - Release of the film, Hangmen Also Di e. 
1943 - .Zurich Schauspielhaus premier of The GoodTfoman 
of Setzuan. 
1943 - Zurich Schauspielhaus premier of Galileo. 
1945- Private Life of the Master Race, in English 
I 
San Francisco and New York. 
1947 - Galileo (second version translated by Brecht 
and Laughton) in HollyYrood. 
Zurich 
1948 - First and only volume of short stories : 
Kalendergeschichten. 
February. Antigone. Premier, Churc (Switzerland). 
Produced by Brecht and Neher; Helen Weigel's 
first professional appearance since 1933. 
May. Student production of The Caucasian Chalk 
Circle in English at Northfield, Minnesota. 
June. Puntilla, premier at Zurich Schauspielhaus. 
Berlin 
1949 - Mother Courage produced by Brecht, and Engel, vri th 
Weigel, at Deutsches Theatre, East Berlin. 
Puntilla. Produced by Brecht and Engel at 
Deutsches Theatre. First production of the 
Berliner Ensemble. 
Publication of the Versuche resumed in which 
Brecht's chief t heoratical vork, "Little 
Organum for the Theatre" appears in a special 
number Sinn und Form. 
1950 - Lenz's Der Hofmeister in Brecht's adaptation, 
at Deutsches Theatre, produced by Brecht with 
Berliner Ensemble. 
October. Mother Courage in Munich K.a.mmerspeile, 
I 
produced ~ Brecht . 
1951 - Firs t selected poems : Hundert Gedichte. 
The Mother produced by Brecht with Berliner 
Ensemble at Deutsches Theatre. 
March. Opera version of The Trial of Lucullus 
(music by Paul Dessau) given trial performance 
in East Berlin . State Opera. 
August. Report on Hernburg premiered at World 
Youth Festival in East Berlin. 
1951- The Trial of Lucullus put into State Opera's 
repertoire after changes to titl e , score and 
text. 
1952- Senora Carrar's Rifles at Deutsches Theatre 
with Berliner Ensemble. 
1953 - First two volumes of Stucke, or Complete Dramatic 
Works. 
1954- First performance by Berliner Ensemble in 
Theatre am Schiffbauerdamm as an independent 
State Theatre. 
Ma rch. Threepenny Opera (English adaptati~n by 
Marc Blitzstein) begi ns a long run in New 
Yo rk . 
German premier of Caucasian Chalk Ci rc le at 
Theatre am Schiffbauerdamm. Produced by 
Brecht with Berliner Ensemble. 
J 
I 
July. International Theatre Festival (Paris) 
performance of Mother Courage by Berliner 
Ensemble. 
1955 - Illustrated war verses; Kriegsfibel. 
J une. Second International Theatre Festival 
(Paris) production of Caucasian Chalk Circle, 
by Berliner Ensemble. 
1956 - August 14, Brecht dies at his home in East 
Berlin. 
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MOTHER COURAGE 
A Chronicle 
of the Thirty Years' War 
by 
BERTOLT BRECHT 
English Version by 
Eric Bentley 
Copyright, 1955, by Eric Bentley. Printed by permission of 
Bertolt Brecht and Eric Bentley. 
Characters (in order of appearance) 
There are 32 roles plus four "voices off" and three supers. 
But much doubling is possible; in fact, of all the actors, only 
the seven principals cannot double; these seven are Mother 
Courage, her three children, Cook, Chaplain, Yvette-even 
one of the children, Swiss Cheese, could double if absolutely 
necessary. 
Prologue 
MOTHER COURAGE SWISS CHEESE 
EILIF CATHERINE 
Scene One 
RECRUITING OFFICER SERGEANT 
Scene Two 
COOK COMMANDER CHAPLAIN 
Scene Three 
ORDNANCE OFFICER SERGEANT 
YVETTE POTTIER ONE EYE 
SOLDIER COLONEL 
(TWO SUPERS) 
Scene Four 
CLERK OLDER SOLDIER YOUNGER SOLDIER 
Scene Five 
FIRST SOLDIER PEASANT 
SECOND SOLDIER PEASANT WOMAN 
Scene Six 
SOLDIER (Singing) 
Scene Seven: no new characters 
Scene Eight 
OLD WOMAN VOICES (tWO) 
YOUNG MAN SOLDIER 
(ONE SUPER) 
Scene Nine 
VOICE 
Scene Ten 
VOICE (girl singing) 
Scene Eleven 
LIEUTENANT OLD PEASANT 
FIRST SOLDIER PEASANT WOMAN 
SECOND SOLDIER YOUNG PEASANT 
~N'ID 'T'._I,O}eto ~ .. ,.,.....,....,_, 
THE SONG OF MOTHER COURAGE 
Here's Mother Courage and her wagon! 
Hey, Captain, let them come and buy l 
Beer by the keg! Wine by the flagon! 
Let you men drink before they die! 
Sabers and swords are hard to svallov: 
First you must give them beer to drink. 
Then they can face what is to follow--
But let them swim before they sink! 
Christians awake, the winter's gone! 
The snows depart, the dead sleep on. 
And though you may not long survive, 
Get out of bed and look alive! 
Your men will march till they are dead, sir, 
But cannot fight unless they eat. 
The blood they spill for you is red, sir, 
What fires the blood is my red meat. 
For meat and soup and jam and jelly 
In this old cart of mine are found: 
So fill the whole up in your belly 
Before you fill one underground. 
Chriatians, awake! The Winter's gone! 
The snows depart, the dead sleep on. 
And though you may not long survive, 
Get out of bed and look alive! 
Over-all action ~ to keep her family 
alive and together by making 
a living from the war. 
Spine of the role - to survive. 
PROLOGUE ~ 
\
OTHER COURAGE sits on her wagon singing. Her aumb 
ughter CATHERINE sits beside her playing tlw mouth 
The wagon is drawn by her two sons, EILIF .and sWiss 
c who join in the refrains."' 
Capt s and Colonels, stop your drumming{ 
Let all our infantry be still 
For Cou e in her wagons coming 
And she boots and shoes to sell 
These fello never will adore you 
(Packs on th · backs, lice in their ;fwir) 
But since they soon be dying fP:_ you 
Right now they eed good shoes to wear 
The spring · here~t out of bed 
The snow m ts fas , green buds arrive 
You'll sleep f ev when you're dead 
But if you're n then look alive/ 
he spring is here, get out of d 
The snow melts fast, green buds rrive 
You'll sleep forever when you're ~ad 
But if you're not, then look alive/ 
Where there is a revolving stage, the wagon i~ placed on 
it. If the wagon moves one way and the turntable the other 
way, the wagon can, for a while, be stationary in relation to 
the audience. 
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SPRING, 1624. IN DALARNA, SWEDEN, KING 
GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS IS RECRUITING FOR 
THE CAMPAIGN IN POLAND. THE PROVI· 
S I 0 N E R ANN A F IE R LING, K N 0 W N AS CAN-
TEEN ANNA OR MOTHER COURAGE, LOSES 
A SON. 0 
A highway in the neighborhood of a town. A top Sergeant 
and a Recruiting Officer stand shivering. 
OFFICER. How the hell can you line up a squadron in this place? 
You know what I keep thinking about, Sergeant? Suicide. 
I'm supposed to slap four platoons together by the twelfth-
four platoons the Chief's asking for! And they're so friendly 
around here I'm scared to sleep nights. Suppose I do get my 
hands on some character and squint at him so I don't notice 
he's chicken breasted and has varicose veins. I get him drunk 
and relaxed, he signs on the dotted line. I pay for the drinks, 
he steps outside for a minute. I get a hunch I should follow 
him to the door, and am I right! Off he's shot like a louse 
from a scratch. You can't take a man's word any more, Ser-
geant. There's no loyalty left in the world, no trust, no faith, 
no sense of honor. I'm losing my confidence in mankind, Ser-
geant. 
SERGEANT. What they could use round here is a good war. What 
else can you expect with peace running wild all over the 
place? You know what the trouble with peace is? No organi-
zation. When do you get organization? In a war. Peace is 
one big waste of equipment. Anything goes, no one gives a 
god damn. See the way they eat? Cheese on rye, bacon on 
the cheese? Disgusting! How many horses they got in this 
town? How many young men? Nobody knows! They haven't 
bothered to count 'em!! That's peace for you!!! I been 
0 The scene headings in block capitals are projected on a 
t..~-•~T .... ~J..., ~"""" H=lf the ln<'::ttion is indicated bv 
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in places where they haven't had a war in seventy years 
and you know what? The people can't remember their own 
names! They don't know who they are! It takes a war to fix 
all that. In a war everyone registers, everybody's name's 
on a list, their shoes are stacked, their corn's in the bag, you 
count it all up-cattle, men, et cetera-and take it away! 
Yeah, that's the story-no organization, no war! 
OFFICER. It's the God's truth. 
SERGEANT. Course, a war's like every real good deal, hard to 
get going. But when it's on the road, it's a pisser-every-
body's scared off peace-like a crapshooter that keeps fading 
to cover his loss. Course, until it gets going, they're just as 
scared off war-afraid to try anything new. 
OFFICER. Look, a wagon! Two women and a couple of young 
punks. Stop the old lady, Sergeant. And if there's nothing 
doing this time, you won't catch me freezing my ass in the 
April wind! 
MOTHER COURAGE entering with her three children as in the 
prologue. Good day to you, Sergeant! 
SERGEANT barring the way. Good day! Who do you think you 
are? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Tradespeople! 
She prepares to go. 
SERGEANT. Halt! Where are you riffraff from? 
EILIF. The Second Protestant Regiment. 
SERGEANT. Where are your papers? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Papers? 
swiss CHEESE. But this is Mother Courage! 
SERGEANT. Never heard of her. Where'd she get a name like 
that? 
MOTHER couRAGE. They call me Mother Courage because I was 
afraid I'd be ruined, so I drove through the bombardment of 
Riga like a madwoman, with fifty loaves of bread in my cart. 
They were getting moldy, I couldn't please myself. 
SERGEANT. No funny business! Where are your papers? 
to greet 
to answer 
to deceive 
t o giv e informati on 
to make fun 
to scold 
to make fun 
to answer 
to fool 
to have a joke at 
his expense 
to confuse and to 
make fun 
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MOTHER COVJlAGE, rummaging among a mass of papers in a tin 
box, and clambering down from her cart. Here, Sergeant! 
Here's a whole Bible I got in AltOtting to wrap cucumbers 
in, and a map of Moravia, God knows if I'll ever get there, 
it's good enough for the cat if I don't. And here's a document 
to say my horse hasn't got hoof and mouth disease; too bad 
he died on us, he cost fifteen gilders, thank God I didn't pay 
it. Is that enough paper? 
SERGEANT. Are you making a pass at me? Well, you got another 
guess coming. You got to have a license and you know it. 
.MO~JmA~ Show a little respect for a lady and don't go 
telling these grown children of mine I'm making a pass at 
you, it's not proper, what would I want with you? My license 
in the Second Protestant Regiment is an honest face, even if 
you wouldn't know how to read it. I'll have no rubber stamp 
on it neither. 
OFFICER. There's insubordination for you, my dear Sergeant! 
To MOTHER COURAGE. 
Do you know what we need in the army? 
MOTHER COURAGE starts to reply but he doesn't let her. 
Discipline! 
MOTHER COURAGE. I'd have said frankfurters. 
SERGEANT. Name? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Anna Fierling. 
SERGEANT. So you're all Fierlings? 
MOTHER COURAGE. What do you mean? I was talking about me. 
SERGEANT. And I was talking about your children! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Must they all have the same name? 
Indicating the elder son. 
This boy, for instance, his name is Eilif Noyocki-for the 
good reason that his father always said his name was 
Koyocki or Moyocki. The boy remembers him to this day, 
only it's another one he remembers to this day, a French-
man with a pointed beard. Anyhow he certainly has his 
father's brains-that man would have the pants off a farmer's 
behind before he knew what had haooened. So we all have 
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SERGEANT. You're all called something different? 
MOTHER couRAGE. Are you pretending you don't get it? 
SERGEANT, indicating Swiss Cheese. He's Chinese, I suppose? 
MOTHER coURAGE. Wrong again. A Swiss. 
SERGEANT. After the Frenchman? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Frenchman? I don't know any Frenchman. 
I5on't confuse the issue or we'll be here all day. He's a Swiss 
but he happens to be called Feyos, a name that has nothing 
to do with his father, who was called something else; he was 
a military engineer, if you please, and a drunkard. 
SWISS CHEESE nods, beaming, and even CATHERINE is 
amused. 
SERGEANT. Then how come his name's Feyos? 
MOTHER coURAGE. No harm meant, Sergeant, but you have no 
·imagination. Of course he's called Feyos-when he came I 
was with a Hungarian, he didn't mind a bit, he had a float-
ing kidney, though he never touched a drop, he was a very 
honest man. The boy takes after him .. 
SERGEANT. But he wasn't his father! 
MOTHER COURAGE. I said he took after him. I call him Swiss 
Cheese. 
Indicating her daughter. 
She's called Catherine Haupt. Half German. 
SERGEANT. A nice family I must say. 
MOTHER COURAGE. We've seen the whole world together, my 
SERGEANT, writing. We'll need all that in writing. 
OFFICER, to EILIF. And you two oxen pull the cart. Jacob Ox and 
Esau Ox! Do you ever get out of harness? 
EILIF. Can I smack him in the puss, mother? I'd like to . 
..M.Q.'!]!ER coURAGE. No, you can't, you stay where you are. And 
now, gentlemen, what about a fine pair of pistols? Or a belt-
yours is practically worn through, sergeant. 
SERGEANT. I'm after something else. I see these boys are straight 
to put him in his 
place 
to prove him a fool 
to enjoy the joke 
to make up and make 
friends again 
to show she's getting 
impatient 
to introduce 
to boast 
to stop Eiliff 
to sell 
to dismiss 
to get rid of him 
quick 
to shake him off 
to stopEili ff 
to scare 
to ''threa. ten 
to scare 
to show she knows the score 
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as birch trees, broad in the chest, strong of limb-what are 
specimens like that doing out of the army I'd like to know? 
MOTHER coURAGE, rapidly. It's no use, sergeant: the soldier's 
llie IS not for sons of mine! 
OFFICER. Why not? It means money. It means fame. Peddling 
boots is woman's work. 
ToEILIF. 
Just step up here and let me see if that's muscle or chicken 
fat. 
OFFICER. And kill a call while he's falling if there's one in the 
way. 
He tries to hustle EILIF off. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Will you let him alone? He's not for you! 
OFFICER. He called my face a puss, that's an insult. The two of 
us will now go out in the field and settle this affair like men 
of honor. 
EILIF. Don't worry, I can handle him, Mother. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Stay here, you trouble maker! Never happy 
- unless you re m a fight. 
To the OFFICER. 
He has a knife in his boot and he knows how to use it. 
OFFICER. I11 draw it out of him like a milk tooth. Come on, 
young fellow! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Officer, I'll report you to the Colonel, he'll 
tJllOow you in jail. The lieutenant is courting my daughter! 
SERGEANT. Take it easy, brother. 
To MOTHER COURAGE. 
What have you got against the service? Wasn't his father a 
soldier? Didn't he die a soldier's death? You said so yourself. 
MOTHER coURAGE. Yes, he' dead, but this one's just a baby, and 
you'll lead him to the slaughter for me, I know you. You11 
I, c •1 1 ~- 1-.:~-----
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OFFICER. First thing you know, you'll have a new cap and knee 
boots, how about it? 
EILIF. Not from you, thanks. 
MOTHER couRAGE. "Come on, let's go fishing," said the angler 
to the worm. 
T 0 SWISS CHEESE. 
Run and tell everybody they're trying to steal your brother! 
She draws a knife. 
Now try and steal him! And I'll let you have it, I'll cut you 
down like dogs! Using him in your war! We sell linen, we sell 
ham, we're peaceful people! 
SERGEANT. You're peaceful all right, your knife proves it. Why, 
you should be ashamed of yourself. Give me that knife, you 
hag! You admit you live off the war, what else would you 
live off? Tell me: how can we have a war without soldiers? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Do they have to be mine? 
SERGEANT. So that's it. The war should swallow the pits and 
spit out the peach, huh? Your brood should get fat off the 
war, and the poor war shouldn't ask a think in return; it can 
look after itself, huh? Call yourself Mother Courage and then 
get scared of the war-your breadwinner? Your sons aren't 
scared, I know that much. 
EILIF. No war can scare me. 
SERGEANT. Why should it? Look at me: the soldier's life hasn't 
done me any harm, has it? I enlisted at seventeen. 
MOTHER COURAGE. You haven't reached seventy. 
SERGEANT. I will, though. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Above ground? 
SERGEANT. Are you trying to rile me, telling me I'll die? 
MOTHER coURAGE. Suppose it's the truth? Suppose I can see it's 
your fate?'Sllppose I know you're just a corpse on furlough? 
SWISS CHEESE. She has second sight. Everyone says so. She can 
look into the future. 
OFFICER. Then go look into the sergeant's future, it might 
amuse him. 
to make fun 
to scare 
to threaten 
to protest 
to embaress 
to make fun 
to persuade him 
to order 
to show her 
detennination 
to tease and spend 
time 
to show him wrong 
to shut him up 
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SERGEANT. I don't believe in that stuff. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Your helmet! 
..... He gives her his helmet. 
SERGEANT. It means about as much as a crap in the grass. But 
anything for a laugh. 
MOTHER COURAGE takes a sheet of parchment and tears it in two 
pieces. Eilif, Swiss Cheese, and Catherine, so should we all 
be torn asunder if we let ourselves be drawn too deep into 
the war! 
To the SERGEANT. 
For you, I'll make an exception, and do it free. Death is 
black. I draw a black cross on this piece of paper. 
SWISS CHEESE. And the other she leaves blank, see? 
}10TI;!E!I COURAGE. Then I fold them, put them in the helmet, 
and S'hUffie them up-mixed up like we all are from our 
mother's womb on. And now you draw and find out the an-
swer. 
The SERGEANT hesitates. 
OFFICER, to EILIF. I don't take just anybody, I'm particular, they 
all say so. And you're full of punch, I like that. 
SERGEANT, fishing into the helmet. It's a lot of bunk. Hogwash! 
SWISS CHEESE. He's drawn the black cross. His number's up! 
OFFICER. Don't let them frighten you, there aren't enough bul-
lets to go round. 
SERGEANT, hoarsely. You swindled me. 
MOTHER COURAGE. You swindled yourself, the day you enlisted. 
And now we must drive on, there isn't a war every day in the 
week, we got to get to work. 
SERGEANT. Hell and damnation, you're not getting away with 
this. We're taking that bastard of yours with us, we'll make a 
soldier of him. 
EILIF. I'd like that, mother. 
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MOTHER COURAGE. That's news to me. I see I'll have to draw lots 
for all mree oFyou. 
She goes to the back to draw crosses on the slips. 
OFFICER, to Eilif. People 've been saying the Swedish soldier is 
religious. That's malicious gossip, I can't tell you how much 
damage it's done us. We only sing on Sunday. One verse 
of a hymn. And then only if you have a voice. 
MOTHER COURAGE returns with the slips and throws them into 
the SER~EANT s helmet. Run away from their mother would 
they, the devils, and off to war like a cat to cream? Just let 
me consult these slips and they'll see the world's no promised 
land with its "Join up, son, you're officer material!" 
She thrusts the helmet at EILIF. 
There, take yours, Eilif. 
He does so. As he unfolds the paper she snatches it from him 
There you are, a cross! If he's a soldier, his number's up, 
that's for sure. 
OFFICER, still talking to Eilif. If you're wetting your pants, I'll 
try your brother. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Now take yours, Swiss Cheese. You're a 
safer bet because you're my good boy. 
He draws his lot. 
Why do you look so strangely at it? It must be blank. 
She takes it from him. 
A cross? Oh, Swiss Cheese, there's no saving you either-
unless you're a good boy through and through every minute 
of every day! Just look, sergeant, a black cross, isn't it? 
SERGEANT. Another cross. But I don't see why I got one, I al-
ways stay well in the rear. 
To the OFFICER. 
It can't be a trick, it gets her own children. 
MOTHER COURAGE, to CATHERINE. And now all I have left is 
you, you re a cross in yourself, but you have a kind heart. 
She holds the helmet up but takes the paper herself. 
Oh! I could give up in despair! I can't be right, I must have 
made a mistake. Don't be too kind, Catherine, don't be too ' 
kind, there's a cross in your path! 
Breaking the mood. 
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So now you all know: always be very careful! And now we'll 
get in and drive on. 
She climbs on to the wagon. 
OFFICER, to SERGEANT. Do something. 
SERGEANT. I don't feel SO well. 
OFFICER. Try doing business with her. 
Aloud. 
That belt, sergeant, you could at least take a look at it, after 
all they live by trade, don't they, these good people? Hey, 
you! The sergeant will buy the belt! 
MOTHER coURAGE. Half a gilder. Worth four times the price. 
SERGEANT. It's not even a new one. But there's too much wind 
here, I'll go look at it behind your wagon. 
3( 
MOTHER coURAGE. It doesn't seem windy to me. 
SERGEANT. Hey, maybe it is worth half a gilder at that, there's 
silver on it. 
M.<?THER COURAGE following him back of the wagon. A solid six 
ounces worffi. 
OFFICER, to EILIF. I can let you have some cash in advance, 
come on! 
EILIF is undecided. 
MOTHER CQY~.._behind the wagon With the SERGEANT. Half 
a gilder then, quick. 
SERGEANT. I still don't see why I had to draw a cross. I told you 
I always stay in the rear, it's the only place that's. safe. You 
send the others on ahead to win the laurels of victory or the 
glory of heroic defeat as the case may be. You've ruined my 
afternoon. 
MOTHER COURAGE. You mustn't take on so. Here, have a shot of 
Er~ndy. 
She gives him some. 
And go right on staying in the rear. T alf a gilder. 
OFFJCER. Ha.s take.n EILU:..hu the arm and is drawing him U:P-
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And you can smack me in the puss because I insulted you. 
Both leave. 
CATHERINE makes harsh noises. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Coming, Catherine, coming! The sergeant's 
just paying his bill. 
She bites the half gilder. 
To me, Sergeant, all money is suspect, but your half gilder's 
okay. Now we'll be off. Where's Eili£? 
SWISS CHEESE. Gone with the recruiting officer. 
MOTHER couRAGE stops in her tracks, a pause, then. Oh, you 
shnpletonl 
To CATHERINE. 
And you could do nothing about it, you're dumb. 
SERGEANT. Take a shot yourself, mother. That's how it go,;s. 
Your son's a soldier, he might do worse. 
MOTHER coURAGE motions CATHERINE down from the wagon. 
"lffil must help your brother now, Catherine. 
Brother and sister get into harness together and pull the 
wagon, MOTHER COURAGE beside them. 
SERGEANT, looking after them. 
If from the war you'd like to borrow 
Remember: the debt must be paid tomorrow! 
2 
IN THE YEARS 1625 AND 1626 MOTHER 
COURAGE JOURNEYS THROUGH POLAND IN 
THE BAGGAGE TRAIN OF THE SWEDISH 
ARMY. SHE MEETS HER SON AGAIN BEFORE 
WALLHOF CASTLE. OF THE SUCCESSFUL 
SALE OF A CAPON AND GREAT DAYS FOR THE 
BRAVE SON 
Tent of the Swedish Commander. Kitchen next to it. Sound 
of cannon. The cooK is quarrelling with MOTHER couRAGE 
who is trying to sell him a capon. 
,. 
to soothe her 
to joke 
to find out 
to scold 
to show it's not 
her fault 
to show they will go 
on 
.L , ' 
Action - to sell the capon 
to show she means 
business 
to enjoy · the sale 
to threaten 
to s~te 
to bargain 
to,,scare 
to joke 
BREcHT Mother Courage 
cooK, who has a Dutch accent. Sixty hellers for that paltry 
poultry? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Paltry poultry? Why, he's the fattest fowl 
you ever saw! I see no reason why I shouldn't get sixty hel-
lers for him-this Commander can eat till the cows come 
home. 
cooK. They're ten hellers a dozen on every street corner. 
~O.!RER COVRQGJ:I. A capon like this on every street corner! 
With a siege going on and people all skin and bones? Maybe 
you can get a field rat! I said maybe. Because we're all out of 
them too. Didn't you see the soldiers running five deep after 
one hungry little field rat? All right then, in a siege, my price 
for a giant capon is fifty hellers. 
COOK. But we're not "in a siege," we're doing the besieging, it's 
the other side that's "in a siege" ... 
MOTHER COURAGE. A fat lot of difference that makes, we don't 
- have a thing to eat either. They took everything in the town 
with them before all this started, and now they've nothing 
to do but eat and drink. It's us I'm worried about. Look at 
the farmers round here, they haven't a thing . 
. cooK. Sure they have. They hide it. 
MOTHER COURAGE. They have not! They're ruined. They're so 
ungry I ve seen 'em digging up roots to eat. I could boil 
your leather belt and make their mouths water with it. That's 
how things are round here. And I'm supposed to let a capon 
go for forty hellers! 
cooK. Thirty. Not forty, I said thirty helleFs. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I know your problem: if you don't find some-
thing to eat and quick, the Chief will-cut-your-fat-head 
-off! 
cooK. All right, just watch. 
He takes a piece of beef and lays his knife on it. 
Here's a piece of beef, I'm going to roast it. I give you one 
more chance. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Roast it, go ahead, it's only one year old. 
cooK. One day old! Yesterday it was a cow. I saw it running 
,. 
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MOTHER COURAGE. In that case it must have started stinking be-
fore it died. 
COOK. I don't care if I have to cook it five hours. 
He cuts into it. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Put plenty of pepper in. 
The SWEDISH COMMANDER, a Chaplain and EILIF enter the 
tent. 
COMMANDER, clapping EILIF on the shoulder. In the Comman-
der's tent with you, Eilif my son! Sit at my right hand, you 
happy warrior! You've played a hero's part, you've served 
the Lord in his own Holy War, that's the thing! And you'll 
get a gold bracelet out of it when we take the town if I 
have any say in the matter! We come to save their souls and 
what do they do, the filthy, irreligious sons of bitches? Drive 
their cattle away from us, while they stuff their priests with 
beef at both ends! But you showed 'em. So here's a can of 
red wine for you, we'll drink together! 
They do so. 
The chaplain gets the dregs, he's religious. Now what would 
you like for dinner, my hearty? 
EILIF. How about a slice of meat? 
COOK. Nothing to eat, so he brings company to eat it! 
MOTHER coURAGE makes him stop talking, she wants to 
listen. 
COMMANDER. Cook, meat! 
EILIF. Tires you out, skinning peasants. Gives you an appetite. 
MOTHER cOURAGE. Dear God, it's my Eilif! 
cooK. Who? 
MOTHER coURAGE. My eldest. It's two years since I saw him, he 
was stolen from me right off the street. He must be in high 
favor if the Commander's invited him to dinner. And what 
do you have to eat? Nothing. You hear what the Comman-
der's guest wants? Meat! Better take my advice, buy the 
capon. The price is one gilder. 
COMMANDER WhO has sat down with EILIF and the CHAPLAIN, 
roaring. Cook! Dinner, you pig, or I'll have your head! 
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cooK. This is blackmail. Give me the damn thing! 
MOTHER COURGE. Paltry poultry like this? 
cooK. You were right. Give it here. It's highway robbery, fifty 
hellers. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I said one gilder. Nothing's too high for my 
- eldest, the Commander's guest of honor. 
cooK. Well, you might at least pluck the damn thing till I have 
a fire going. 
MOTHER coURAGE, sitting down to pluck the capon. I can't wait 
• to see Ills face when he sees me. 
coMMANDER. Have another glass, my son, it's my favorite 
Falernian. There's only one cask left-two at the most-but 
it's worth it to meet a soldier that still believes in God! Our 
chaplain here just looks on, he only preaches, he hasn't a clue 
how anything gets done. So now, Eilif my son, give us the 
details: tell us how you fixed the peasants and grabbed the 
twenty bullocks. 
EILIF. Well, it was like this. I found out that the peasants had 
hidden their oxen and-on the sly and chiefly at night-had 
driven them into a certain wood. The people from the town 
were to pick them up there. I let them get their oxen in 
peace-they ought to know better than me where they are, I 
said to myself. Meanwhile I made my men crazy for meat. 
Their rations were short and I made sure they got shorter. 
Their mouths'd water at the sound of any word beginning 
with M, like mother. 
COMMANDER. Smart kid. 
EILIF. Not bad. The rest was a snap. Only the peasants had 
clubs and outnumbered us three to one and made a murder-
ous attack on us. Four of them drove me into a clump of 
trees, knocked my good sword from my hand, and yelled, 
"Surrender!" What now, I said to myself, they'll make mince-
meat of me. 
COMMANDER. What did you do? 
EILIF. I laughed. 
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COMMANDER. You what? 
EILIF. I laughed. And so we got to talking. I came right down 
to business and said: "Twenty gilders an ox is too much, I 
bid fifteen." Like I wanted to buy. That foxed 'em. So while 
they were scratching their heads, I reached for my good 
sword and cut 'em to pieces. Necessity knows no law, huh? 
COMMANDER. What do you say, keeper of souls? 
CHAPLAIN. Strictly speaking, that saying is not in the Bible. Our 
Lord made five hundred loaves out of five so that no such 
necessity would arise .. When he told men to love their 
neighbors, their bellies were full. Nowadays things are dif-
ferent. 
COMMANDER, laughing. Quite different. A swallow of wine for 
those wise words, you pharisee! 
To EILIF. 
You cut 'em to pieces in a good cause, our fellows were 
hungry and you gave 'em to eat. Doesn't it say in the Bible 
"Whatsoever thou doest to the least of these my children, 
thou doest unto me?" And what did you do to 'em? You got 
'em the best steak dinner they ever tasted. 
EILIF. I reached for my good sword and cut 'em to pieces. 
COMMANDER. You have the makings of a Julius Caesar, why, 
you should be presented to the King! 
EILIF. I've seen him-from a distance of course. He seemed to 
shed a light all around. I must try to be like him! 
COMMANDER. I think you're succeeding, my boy! Oh, Eilif, you 
don't know how I value a brave soldier like you! 
He takes him to the map. 
Take a look at our position, Eilif, it isn't all it might be, is it? 
MOTHER couRAGE, who has been listening aRd is now plucking 
angrily at her capon. He must be a very bad commander. 
cooK. Just a greedy one. Why bad? 
MQTIJER CQURAGE. Because he needs brave soldiers, that's why. 
H his plan of campaign was any good, why would he need 
brave soldiers, wouldn't plain, ordinary soldiers do? When-
to conunent 
,. 
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ever there are great virtues, it's a sure sign something's 
wrong. 
COOK. You mean, it's a sure sign something's right. 
MOTHER couRAGE. I mean what I say. Listen. When a king is 
a stupid king and leads his soldiers into a trap, they need 
this virtue of courage. When he's tight fisted and hasn't 
enough soldiers, the few he does have need the heroism of 
Hercules-another virtue. And if he's a sloven and doesn't 
give a damn about anything, they have to fend for them-
selves and be wise as serpents or they're through. Loyalty's 
another vhtue and you need plenty of it if the king's always 
asking too much of you. But in a good country the virtues 
wouldn't be necessary. Everybody could be quite ordinary, 
middling, and, for all of me, cowards. 
COMMANDER. I bet your father was a soldier. 
EILIF. I've heard he was a great soldier. My mother warned 
me. I know a song about that. 
COMMANDER. Sing it to US. 
Roaring. 
Bring that meat! 
EILIF. It's called THE SONG OF THE SOLDIER BOY. 
H ~sings and at the same time does a war dance with' his 
sab~ 
"A cho/JNr will chop and a cleaver will cleave 
"If you fall- into ice it will freeze you 
"What can we if,o with ice? Keep off, son, be wise!" 
Said the old woman to the soldier boy 
But the brave lad, he was after some fun 
And he heard the dru roll and he picked up his gun 
"We know our parade ground will please you 
"Then it's up to the northUX17'cf, and it's down to the south 
"With a knife at your- side and 4 smile on your mouth" 
Whispered the sergeant to the soldier boy 
"Woe to him. who defies the advice of the wise! 
"Just listey to me I implore you! 
"0 bewd'Te, my young friend, unhappy's the end!" 
e old woman to the soldier boy 
e brave lad with his knife at his side 
aug ed aloud in her face and stepped into the tide 
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"O..life of great deeds, we adore you! 
"Wh~ white shines the moon over yonder church tower 
"We art1 all coming back, you can pray for that hour/" 
Whispered the sergeant to the old woman 
MOTHER couRAGE, taking up the song and beating time with 
her wooden sp(J.(Jn. 
"You are gone like--the wind! But the cold stays behind! 
"And all your great deeds will not warm us 
"How fast the wind {lfes! God preserve him alive!" 
Prayed the old woman for the soldier boy 
And so the brave lad wi:h his knife at his side 
And his gun in his hand was swept out by the tide 
And was lost in the waters enormous 
Over the church tower, see tHe moon shining white 
But the brave ku1 floats along with the ice 
And is lost in the waters enormous 
"You arfJ gone like the wind! But the cold stays behind! 
"And all your great deeds will not warm us! 
"W (1{ to him who defies the advice of the wiSe!" 
Sdid the old woman to the soldier boy 
COMMANDER. What a kitchen I've got! There's no end to the 
liberties they take! 
EILIF has entered the kitchen and embraced his mother. To 
see you again! Where are the others? 
MOTHER COURAGE, in his arms. Happy as ducks in a pond. 
Swiss Clieese IS -paymaster with the Second Protestant Regi-
ment, so at least he isn't in the fighting, I couldn't keep him 
out altogether. 
EILIF. Are your feet holding up? 
MOTHER COURAGE. I've a bit of trouble getting my shoes on in 
the mormng. 
COMMANDER, who has come over. So, you're his mother! I 
hope you have more sons for me like this fellow. 
EILIF. If I'm not the lucky one: you sit there in the kitchen 
and hear your son being feasted! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Yes I heard all right. 
Gives him a Fiox on the ear. 
EILIF. Because I took the oxen? 
l 
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MOTHER coURAGE. No. Because you didn't surrender when the 
- tourpeasants let fly at you and tried to make mincemeat 
of you! Didn't I teach you to take care of yourself? Finnish 
devil! 
The COMMANDER and the CHAPLAIN stand laughing in the 
doorway. 
3 
THREE YEARS PASS AND MOTHER COURAGE, 
WITH PARTS OF A FINNISH REGIMENT, IS 
TAKEN PRISONER. HER DAUGHTER IS SAVED, 
HER WAGON LIKEWISE, BUT HER HONEST 
SON DIES. 
A camp. The regimental flag is flying from a pole. After-
noon. All sorts of wares hanging on the wagon. MOTHER 
COURAGE's clothes line is tied to the wagon at one end, to a 
cannon at the other. She and CATHERINE are folding the 
wash on the cannon. At the same time she is bargaining 
With an ORDNANCE OFFICER OVer a bag of bullets. SWISS 
CHEESE, paymaster's uniform now, looks on. YVETTE 
POTTIER, a very good-looking young person, is sewing at a 
colored hat, a glass of brandy before her. She is in stocking 
feet. Her red boots are near by. 
OFFICER. I'm letting you have the bullets for two gilders. Dirt 
cheap. 'Cause I need the money. The Colonel's been drink-
ing with the officers for three days and we're out of liquor. 
MOTHER COURAGE. They're army property. If they find 'em on 
me, I'll be courtmartialled. You sell your bullets, you bas-
tards, and send your men out to fight with nothing to shoot 
with. 
OFFICER. Aw, come on, one good turn deserves another. 
MOTHER coURA<?!· I won't take army stuff. Not at that price. 
OFFICER. You can resell 'em for five gilders, maybe eight, to 
the Ordnance Officer of the Fourth Regiment. All you have 
THE FISHWIFE AND THE SOLDIER 
To a soldier lad comes an old fishwife 
And this old fishwife, says she: 
A gun will shoot, a knife will knife, 
You will drown if you fall in the sea. 
Keep avay from the ice if you want my advice, 
Says the old fishwife says she. 
The soldier laughs and loads his gun 
Then grabs his knife and starts to run : 
It's the life of a hero for me! 
From the north to the south I shall march through the land 
With a knife at my side and a gun ill my hand! . 
Says the soldier lad, says he . 
When the lad defies the fishwife's cries 
The old fishwife says she: 
The young are young, the old are wise, 
You will drown if you fall in the sea. 
Don ' t ignore what I say, or you'll rue one day! 
Says the old fishwife, says she. 
But gun in hand and knife at side 
The soldier steps into the tide: 
It's the life of a hero for me! 
When the new moon is shining on shingle roofs white 
We are all coming back, go and pray for that night! 
Says the soldier lad, says he. 
And the fishwife old does wha t she's told: 
Down upon her knees drops she. 
When the smoke is gone, the air is cold, 
Your heroic deed won't warm me! 
See the smoke how it goes! May God scatter his foes! 
Down upon her knees drops she. 
But gun in hand and knife at side 
The lad is swept out by the tide: 
He floats with the ice to the sea . 
And the new moon is shining on shingle roofs white, 
But the lad and his laughter are lost in the night: 
He floats with the ice to the sea. 
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MOTHER COURAGE. Why don't you do it yourself? 
OFFICER. I don't trust him. We're friends. 
M~HER COURAGE takes the bag. Give it here. 
To CATHERINE. 
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Take it round the back and pay him a gilder and a half. 
As the OFFICER protests. 
I said a gilder and a half! 
CATHERINE drags the bag away. The OFFICER follOWS. 
MO~~ C~URAGE Speaks to SWISS CHEESE. 
Here's your underwear back, take care of it; it's October 
now, autumn may come at any time; I purposely don't say 
it must come, I've learnt from experience there's nothing 
that must come, not even the seasons. But your books must 
balance now you're the regimental paymaster. Do they 
balance? 
SWISS CHEESE. Yes, Mother. 
MOTHER coURAGE. Don't forget they made you paymaster be-
cause you're honest and so simple you'd never think of 
running off with the cash. Don't lose that underwear. 
swrss CHEESE. No, Mother. I'll put it under the mattress. 
He starts to go. 
OFFICER. I'll go with you, paymaster. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Don't teach him how to finagle! 
Without a good-bye the OFFICER leaves With SWISS CHEESE. 
YVETTE, waving to him. You might at least say good-by! 
MOTHER COURAGE, to YVETTE. I don't like that. He's no sort of 
company ror my Swiss Cheese. But the war's not making a 
bad start. Before all the different countries get into it, four 
or five years'll have gone by like nothing. If I look ahead and 
make no mistakes, business will be good. Don't you know 
you shouldn't drink in the morning with your illness? 
YVETTE. Who says I'm ill? That's libel! 
MOTHER COURAGE. They all say SO. 
YVETTE. They're all liars. I'm desperate, Mother Courage. They 
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all avoid me like a stinking fish. Because of those lies. So 
what am I fixing my hat for? 
She throws it down. 
That's why I drink in the morning; I never used to, it gives 
you craw's feet, but now it's all one, every man in the regi-
ment knows me. I should have stayed home when my first 
was unfaithful. But pride isn't for the likes of us, you eat 
dirt or down you go. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Now don't you start in again with your 
friend Peter and how it all happened-in front of my in-
nocent daughter. 
YVETTE. She's the one that should hear it. So she'll get hardened 
against love. 
MOTHER coURAGE. That's something no one ever gets hardened 
against. 
YVETTE. He was an army cook, blonde, a Dutchman, but thin. 
Catherine, beware of thin men! I wasn't. I didn't even know 
he'd had another girl before me and she called him Peter 
Piper because he never took his pipe out of his mouth the 
whole time, it meant so little to him. 
5 e sings THE SONG OF FRATERNIZATION. / 
I was hardly seventeen 
The fo came to our land 
And layin aside his sabre 
He gave me gently his right hand 
First ame the May Day rite 
Then c11me the May Day night 
The regime.,nt well organized 
Presented ai'm~s, then stood at ease 
Then took us o ehind the trees 
And there we fra nized 
Our foes they came in plenty 
A cook was my own foe 
I hated him by daylight 
At night I loved my soldier so 
·' 
First came the May Day rite 
Then came the May Day night 
The regiment well organized 
Presented arms, then stood at ease 
Then took us off behind the frees 
And there we fraternized 
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I made the mistake of running after him, I ne r found him. 
It's ten years ago now. 
With swaying gait she goes behind the wagon. 
MOTHER COURAGE. You're leaving your hat. tO remind 
YVETTE. For the birds. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Let this be a lesson to you, Catherine, never 
start anytiiing with a soldier. Love is like a heavenly dove, 
so watch out! He tells you he'd like to kiss the ground under 
your feet-did you wash 'em yesterday, while we're on the 
subject? And then if you don't look out, your number's up, 
you're his slave for life. Here comes the Commander's Cook, 
what's biting him? 
Enter the COOK and the CHAPLAIN. 
CHAPLAIN. I bring a message from your son Eilif. The Cook 
came with me. You've made, ahem, an impression on him. 
cooK. I thought I'd get a little whiff of the balmy breeze. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Get it then, and welcome. But what does 
EiHf want? I've no money to spare. 
CHAPLAIN. Actually, I have something to tell his brother, the 
paymaster. 
MOTHER couMGE. He isn't here. And he isn't anywhere else 
either. He's not his brother's paymaster, and he's not going 
to lead him into temptation. 
She takes money from the purse at her belt. 
Give him this. It's a sin. He's speculating in mother love, 
he ought to be ashamed of himself. 
cooK. Not f9r long. He has to go with his regiment now-to his 
death maybe. Send some more money, or you'll be sorry. 
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You women are hard-and sorry afterwards. A glass of 
brandy wouldn't cost very much, but you don't give it, and 
six feet under goes your man and you can't dig him up 
again. 
CHAPLAIN. All very touching, my dear Cook, but to fall in this 
Wai is not a misfortune, it's a blessing. This is a holy Wai. 
Not just any old war but a religious one, and therefore 
pleasing unto God. 
cooK. Sure. In one sense it's a war because there's fleecing, 
bribing, plundering, not to mention a little raping, but it's 
different from all other wars because it's a holy war. That's 
clear. All the same, it makes you thirsty. 
CHAPLAIN, to MOTHER COURAGE, pointing at the Cook. I tried 
to hold him off but he said you'd bewitched him. He dreams 
about you. 
COOK, lighting a clay pipe. Brandy from the fair hand of a 
lady, that's for me. And don't embarrass me any more: the 
stories the chaplain was telling on the way over still have 
me blushing. 
MOTHER COURAGE. A man of his cloth! I must get you both 
something to drink or you'll be making improper advances 
out of sheer boredom. 
CHAPLAIN. That is indeed a temptation, said the Court Chap-
lain, and gave way to it. 
Turning toward CATHERINE as he strolls m·ound. 
And who is this captivating young person? 
MOTHER COURAGE. She's not a captivating young person, she's 
a respectable young person. 
The CHAPLAIN and the COOK go With MOTHER COURAGE 
behind the cart. 
MOTHER COURAGE. The trouble here in Poland is that the Poles 
would keep ~eddling. It's true our Swedish King moved 
in on them with man, beast, and wagon, but instead of 
maintaining the peace the Poles were always meddling 
in their own affairs. They attacked the Swedish King when 
he was in the act of peacefully withdrawing. So they were 
guilty of a breach of the peace and their blood is on their 
own heads. 
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CHAPLAIN. Anyway, our Gustavus Adolphus was thinking of 
nothing but theii freedom. The German Kaiser enslaved 
them all, Poles and Germans alike, so our King had to liber-
ate them. 
cooK. Just what I think. Your health! Your brandy is first rate, 
I'm never mistaken in a face. 
CATHERINE looks after them, leaves the washing, and goes 
to the hat, picks it up, sits down, and takes up the red boots. 
And the war is a holy war. 
Singing while CATHERINE puts the boots on. 
"A mighty fortress is our God .. . "He sings a verse or so of 
Luther's hymn. And talking of King Gustavus, this freedom 
he tried to bring to Germany cost him a pretty penny. Back 
in Sweden he had to levy a salt tax, the poorer folks didn't 
like it a bit. Then, too, he had to lock up the Germans and 
even cut their heads off, they clung so to slavery and their 
Kaiser. Of course, if no one had wanted to be free, the King 
wouldn't have had any fun. First it was just Poland he tried 
to protect from bad men, specially the Kaiser, then his ap-
petite grew with eating, and he ended protecting Germany 
too. 
CHAPLAIN. He had one thing in his favor anyway: the Word of 
God. Or they could have said he did it all for himself and 
for profits. He has a clear conscience, that man. 
cooK, with heavy irony. Yes. He always put conscience first. 
CHAPLAIN. It's plain you're no Swede, or you'd speak differ-
ently of the Hero King! 
MOTHER COURAGE. What's more, you eat his bread. 
cooK. I don't eat his bread. I bake his bread. 
MOTHER couRAGE. He can never be conquered, and I'll tell 
you why: his men believe in him. 
Earnestly. 
To hear the big fellows talk, they wage the war from fear 
of God and for all things bright and beautiful, but just 
look into it, and you'll see they're not so silly: they want 
a good profit out of it, .or else the little fellows like you and 
me wouldn't back'em up. 
cooK. Surely. 
" 
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CHAPLAIN, indicating the Protestant flag. And as a Dutchman 
you'd do well to see which flag's flying here before you ex-
press an opinion! 
MOTHER COURAGE. All good Protestants for ever! 
cooK. A health! 
CATHERINE has begun to strut around with YVETTE's hat on, 
copying YVETTE's sexy walk. 
Suddenly cannon and shots. Drums. MOTHER coURAGE, the 
cooK, and the CHAPLAIN rush round to the front of the cart, 
the two last with glasses in their hands. The Ordnance 
OFFICER and a soLDIER come running to the cannon and 
try to push it along. 
MOTHER COURAGE. What's the matter? Let me get my wash off 
t at gun, you slobs! 
She tries to do so. 
OFFICER. The Catholics! Surprise attack! We don't know if we 
can get away! 
T 0 the SOLDIER. 
Get that gun! 
Runs off. 
COOK. For heaven's sake! I must go to the Commander. Mother 
Courage, I'll be back in a day or two-for a short conversa-
tion. 
Rushes off. 
MOTHE~ COURAGE. Hey, you're leaving your pipe! 
cooK, off. Keep it for me, I'll need it! 
MOTHER COURAGE. This would happen when we were just 
- making money. 
CHAPLAIN. Well, I must be going too. Yes, if the enemy's so 
close, it can be dangerous. "Blessed are the peacemakers," 
a good slogan in wartime! If only I had a cloak. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I'm lending no cloaks. Not even to save a 
life I'm not. I've had experience in that line. 
CHAPLAIN. But I'm in special danger. Because of my religion! 
MOTHER couRAGE brings him a cloak. It's against my better 
judgment.NOW run! 
• 
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CHAPLAIN. I thank you, you're very generous, but maybe I'd 
better stay and sit here. If I run, I might attract the enemy's 
attention. I might arouse suspicion. 
MOTHER COURAGE to the SOLDIER. Let it alone, you dope, who's 
gomg to pay you for this? It'll cost you your life, let me hold 
it for you. 
SOLDIER, running away. You're my witness: I tried! 
MOTHER COURAGE. I'll swear to it! 
---siieing CATHERINE With the hat. 
What on earth are you up to-with a whore's hat! Take it 
off this minute! Are you crazy? With the enemy coming? 
She tears the hat off her head. 
Do you want them to find you and make a whore of you? 
And she has the boots on too, straight from Babylon, I'll 
soon fix that. 
She tries to get them off. 
Oh God, Chaplain, help me with these boots, I'll be right 
back! 
She runs to the wagon. 
YVETTE, entering and powdering her face. What's that you say; 
the Catholics are coming? Where's my hat? Who's been 
trampling on it!? I can't run around in that, what will they 
think of me? And I've no mirror either. 
To the CHAPLAIN, coming very close. 
How do I look-too much powder? 
CHAPLAIN. Just, er, right. 
YVETTE. And where are my red boots? 
She can't find them because CATHERINE is hiding her feet 
under her skirt. 
I left them here! Now I've got to go barefoot to my tent, 
it's a scandal! 
Exit. 
SWISS CHEESE comes running in carrying a cash box. 
MOTHER couRAGE enters with her hands covered with ashes. 
ro CATHERINE. Ashes! 
To SWISS CHEESE. 
What you got there? 
, 
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SWISS CHEESE. The regimental cash box. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Throw it away! Your paymastering days are 
over! 
SWISS CHEESE. It's a trust! 
He goes to the back. 
MOUJER CO!ffi;\GE, to the CHAPLAIN. Off with your pastor's 
coat, Chaplain, or they'll recognize you, cloak or no cloak. 
She is rubbing ashes into CATHERINE's face. 
Keep still. A little dirt, and you're safe. When a soldier sees 
a clean face, there's one more whore in the world. Specially 
a Catholic soldier. That should do, it looks like you've been 
rolling in muck. Don't tremble. Nothing can happen to you 
now. 
To SWISS CHEESE. 
Where have you left that cash? 
SWISS CHEESE. I thought I'd just put it in the wagon. 
MOTHER couRAGE, horrified. What!? In my wagon? God punish 
you or a prize idiot! If I just look away for a moment! 
They'll hang all three of us! 
SWISS CHEESE. Then I'll put it somewhere else. Or escape with 
it. . 
MOTHER COURAGE. You'll stay right here. It's too late. 
CHAPLAIN, still changing his clothes. For Heaven's sake: the 
Protestant flag! 
MOTHER COURAGE, taking down the flag. I don't notice it any 
more, I've had it twenty-five years. 
The sound of cannon grows. 
Here the curtain is lowered. 
Three days later. Morning. The cannon is gone. MOTHER 
COURAGE, CATHERINE, the CHAPLAIN and SWISS CHEESE sit 
anxiously eating. 
SWiss CHEESE. This is the third day I've been sitting here doing 
nothing, and the Sergeant, who's always been patient with 
me, may be slowly beginning to ask, "Where on earth is 
Swiss Cheese with that cash box?" 
, 
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MOTHER coURAGE. Be glad they're not on the scent. 
CHAPLAIN. What about me? I can't hold service here or I'll 
be in hot water. It is written, "Out of the abundance of the 
heart, the tongue speaketh." But woe is me if my tongue 
speakethl 
J.'19THER coUR.AGE. That's how it is. Here you sit-one with his 
religion, the other with his cash box, I don't know which is 
more dangerous. 
CHAPLAIN. We're in God's hands now! 
MOTHER couRAGE. I hope we're not as desperate as that, but it 
-ishard to sleep. at night. 'Course it'd be easier if you weren't 
here, Swiss Cheese, all the same I've not done badly. When 
they questioned me, I always asked where I could buy holy 
candles a bit cheaper. I know these things because Swiss 
Cheese's father was a Catholic and made jokes about it. 
They didn't quite believe me but they needed a canteen, 
so they winked an eye. Maybe it's all for the best. We're pris-
oners. But so are lice in fur. 
CHAPLAIN. The milk is good. As far as quantity goes, we may 
have to reduce our Swedish appetites somewhat. We are 
defeated. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Who's defeated? The defeats and victories 
Oi"""tl:ie'fellow; at the top aren't always defeats and victories 
for the fellows at the bottom. Not at all. There've been cases 
where a defeat is a victory for the fellows at the bottom, it's 
only their honor that's lost, nothing serious. In Livonia once, 
our Chief took such a knock from the enemy, in the con-
fusion I got a fine gray mare out of the baggage train, it 
pulled my wagon seven months-till we won and there was 
inventory. But in general both defeat and victory are a 
costly business for us that haven't got much. The best thing 
is for politics to kind of get stuck in the mud. 
To SWISS CHEESE. 
Eat! 
swiss CHEESE. I don't like it. How will the Sergeant pay his 
men? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Soldiers in flight don't get paid. 
.t 8 
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swiss CHEESE. Well, they could claim to be. No pay, no flight. 
They can refuse to budge. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Swiss Cheese, your sense of duty worries 
me. I've "brought you up to be honest because you're not 
very bright. But don't go too far! And now I'm going with 
the Chaplain to buy a Catholic flag and some meat. A good 
thing they let me continue in business. In business you 
ask what price, not what religion. Protestant pants keep 
you just as warm. 
She disappears into the wagon. 
;HAPLAIN. She's worried about the cash box. Up to now they've 
ignored us-as if we were par't of the wagon-but can it last? 
ff' 
:wiss CHEESE I can get rid of iL. 
;HAPLAIN. That's almost more dangerous. Suppose you're 
seen. They have spies. Yesterday morning one jumped out 
of the very hole I was relieving myself in. I was so off guard 
I almost broke out in prayer-that would have given me 
away all right! I believe their favorite way of finding a 
Protestant is smelling his, urn, excrement. The spy was a 
little brute with a bandage over one eye. 
WTHER couRAGE, clambering out of the wagon with a basket. 
I've found you out, you shameless hussy! 
She holds up YVETTE's red boots in triumph. 
Yvette's red boots! She just snitched them-because you 
went and told her she was a captivating person. 
She lays them in the basket. 
Stealing Yvette's boots! But she disgraces herself for 
money, you do it for nothing-for pleasure! Save your proud 
peacock ways for peacetime! 
;HAPLAIN. I don't find her proud . 
.!OTHER COURAGE. I like her when people say "I never noticed 
the poor thing." I like her when she's a stone in Dalarna 
where there's nothing but stones. 
To SWISS CHEESE. 
Leave the cash box where it is, do "tou hear?. And pa~ 
SCENE 3 
She leaves with the CHAPLAIN. 
CATHERINE clears the dishes away. 
swiss CHEESE. Not many days more when you can sit in the 
sun in your shirtsleeves. 
CATHERINE points to a tree. 
Yes, the leaves are yellow ah·eady. 
With gestures, CATHERINE asks if he wants a drink. 
I'm not drinking, I'm thinking. 
Pause. 
She says she can't sleep. So I should take the cash box away. 
I've found a place for it. I'll keep it in the mole hole by the 
river till the time comes. I might get it tonight before sun-
rise and take it to the regiment. How far can they have fled 
in three days? The Sergeant's eyes'll pop out of his head. 
"You've disappointed me L tost pleasantly, Swiss Cheese," 
he'll say, "I trust11you with the cash box and you bring it 
back!" Yes, Catherine, I will have a glass now! 
When CATHERINE reappears behind the wagon two men 
confront her. One of them is a sergeant. The other doffs his 
hat and flourishes it in a showy greeting. He has a bandage 
over one eye. 
THE MAN WITH THE BANDAGE. Good morning, young lady. Have 
you seen a staff officer from the Second Protestant Regi-
ment? 
Ter1'ified, CATHERINE runs away, spilling her brandy. The 
two men look at each other and then withdraw after seeing 
SWISS CHEESE. 
SWISS CHEESE, starting up from his reflections. You're spilling 
it! What's the matter with you, can't you see where you're 
going? I don't understand you. Anyway, I must be off, I've 
decided it's the thing to do. 
He stands up. She does all she can to make him aware of the 
danger he is in. He only pushes her away. 
I'd like to know what you mean. I know you mean well, 
poor thing, you just can't get it out. And don't trouble your-
self about the brandy; I'll live to drink so much of it, what's 
one glass? 
He takes the cash box out of the wagon and puts it under 
his coat. 
I'll be right back. But don't hold me up or I'll have to scold 
, 
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you. Yes, I know you mean well. If you only could speak! 
When she tries to hold him back he kisses her and pulls 
himself free. Exit. She is desperate and runs up and down, 
emitting little SOUnds. MOTHER COURAGE and the CHAPLAIN 
return. CATHERINE rushes at her mother. 
MOTHER COURAGE. What is it, what is it, Catherine? Control 
yourself! Has someone done something to you? Where is 
Swiss Cheese? 
To the CHAPLAIN. 
Don't stand around, get that Catholic flag up! 
She takes a Catholic flag out of her basket and the CHAPLAIN 
runs it up the pole. 
CHAPLAIN, bitterly. All good Catholics forever! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Now, Catherine, calm down and tell all 
about it, your mother understands. What, that little bas-
tard of mine's taken the cash box away? I'll box his ears 
for him, the rascal! Now take your time and don't try to 
talk, use your hands. I don't like it when you howl like a 
dog, what'll the Chaplain think of you? See how shocked 
he looks. A man with one eye was here? 
CHAPLAIN. That fellow with one eye is an informer! Have they 
caught Swiss Cheese? 
CATHERINE shakes her head, shrugs her shoulders. 
This is the end. 
Voices off. The two men bring in swiss CHEESE. 
SWISS CHEESE. Let me go. I've nothing on me. You're breaking 
my shoulder! I am innocent. 
SERGEANT. This is where he comes from. These are his friends. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Us? Since when? 
Putting things in her basket. 
SWISS CHEESE. I don't even know 'em. I was just getting my 
lunch here. Ten hellers it cost me. Maybe you saw me sitting 
on that bench. It was too salty. 
SERGEANT. Who are you people, anyway? 
SCENE 3 
SERGEANT. Are you pretending you don't know him? 
MOTHER COURAGE. I can't know all of them, can I? [ don't 
-asJ<, "What's your name and are you a heathen?" If they 
pay up, they're not heathens to me. Are you a heathen? 
SWISS CHEESE. Oh, no! 
CHAPLAIN. He sat there like a law-abiding chap and never 
once opened his mouth. Except to eat.' Which is necessary. 
SERGEANT. Who do you think you are? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Oh, he's my barman. And you're thirsty, 
1'tf'brmg you a glass of brandy; you must be footsore and 
weary! 
SERGEANT. No brandy on duty. 
To SWISS CHEESE. 
You were carrying something. You must have hidden it 
by the river. We saw the bulge in your shirt. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Sure it was him? 
SWISS CHEESE. I think you mean another fellow. There was 
a fellow with something under his shirt, I saw him. I'm the 
wrong man. 
MOTHER coURAGE. I think so too. It's a misunderstanding. 
Couldhappen to anyone. Oh, I know what people are 
like, I'm Mother Courage, you've heard of me, everyone 
knows about me, and I can tell you this: he looks honest. 
SERGEANT. We're after the regimental cash box. And we know 
what the man looks like who's been keeping it. We've 
been looking for him two days. It's you. 
SWISS CHEESE. No, it's not! 
SERGEANT. And if you don't shell out, you're dead, see? Where 
is it? 
MQTtiE~ cmmAQ~ urgently. 'Course he'd give it to you to save 
his life. He'd up and say, I do have it, here it is, you're 
stronger than me. He's not that stupid. Speak, little stupid, 
the Sergeant's giving you a chance! 
SWISS CHEESE. What if I don't have it? 
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SERGEANT. Come with us. We'll get it out of you. 
They take him off . 
MOTHER couRAGE, shouting after them. He'd tell you! He's 
not t1wt stupid! And leave his shoulder alone!! 
She runs after them. 
The curtain falls again. 
The same evening. The CHAPLAIN and CATHERINE are 
waiting. 
MOTHER COURAGE entering, excited. It's life and death. But the 
~ Sergeant wilf still listen to us. The only thing is, he mustn't 
know it's our Swiss Cheese, or they'll say we helped him. 
It's only a matter of money, but where can we get money? 
Wasn't Yvette here? I met her on the way over. She's picked 
up a Colonel! Maybe he'll buy her a canteen business! • 
CHAPLAIN. You'd sell the wagon, everything? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Where else would I get the money for the 
Sergeant? 
CHAPLAIN. What are you to live off? 
M<?_THER COURAGE. That's just it. 
Enter YVETTE POTTIER with a hoary old COLONEL. 
YVETTE, embracing MOTHER couRAGE. Dear Mistress Courage, 
we meet again! 
Whispering. 
He didn't say no. 
Aloud. 
This is my friend, my, urn, business adviser. I happened to 
hear you might like to sell your wagon. Due to special cir-
cumstances. I'd like to think about it. 
MOTHER COU.,RA~. I want to pawn it, not sell it. And nothing 
hasty. In war time you don't find another wagon like that so 
easy. 
YVETTE, disappointed. Only pawn it? I thought you wanted to 
sell, I don't know if I'm interested. 
T 0 the COLONEL. 
W6t da uau think my dear? 
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MOTHER COUR:';GE. It's only for pawn. 
YVETTE. I thought you had to have the money. 
MOTHER COURAGE, firmly. I do have to have it. But I'd rather 
wear my feet off looking for an offer than just sell. We live 
off the wagon. 
COLONEL. Take it, take it! 
YVETTE. My friend thinks I should go ahead, but I'm not sure-
if it's only for pawn. You think we should buy it outright, 
don't you? 
COLONEL. I do, bunny, I do! 
:¥_OTHER COURAGE. Then you must find something that's for sale. 
YVETTE. Yes, we can go around looking for something, I love 
going around looking, I love going around with you, 
Poldy ... 
COLONEL. Really? You do? 
YVETTE. Oh, it's lovely! I could take weeks of it! 
COLONEL. Really? You could? 
YVETTE. If you get the money, when are you thinking of paying 
it back? 
~OTHER couRAGE. In two weeks. Maybe in one. 
YVETTE. I can't make up my mind. Poldy, advise me, cheri! 
She takes the COLONEL to one side. 
She'll have to sell, don't worry. That lieutenant-the blond 
one-you know the one I mean-he'll lend me the money. 
He's mad about me, he says I remind him of someone. What 
do you advise? 
COLONEL. Oh, I have to warn you against him. He's no good. 
He'll exploit the situation I told you, bunny, I told you I'd 
buy you something, didn't I tell you tbat? 
YVETTE. I simply can't let you! 
COLONEL. Oh, please, please! 
YVETTE. Well, if you think the lieutenant might exploit the 
situation I will let you! 
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COLONEL. I do think so. 
YVETTE. So you advise me to? 
COLONEL. I do, bunny, I do! 
BRECHT Mother Cour, 
YVETTE, returning to MOTHER COURAGE. My friend says 
right. Write me out a receipt saying the wagon's mine wb 
the two weeks are up-with everything in it. I'll just r 
through it all now, the two hundred gilders can wait. 
To the COLONEL. 
You go on ahead to the camp, I'll follow, I must go over 
this so nothing'll be missing later from my wagon! 
COLONEL. Wait, I'll help you up! 
He does so. 
Come soon, honey-bunny! 
Exit 
MOTHER COURAGE. Yvette, Yvette! 
YVETTE. There aren't many boots left! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Yvette, this is no time to go through tb 
wagon, yours or not yours. You promised you'd talk to tb 
Sergeant about Swiss Cheese. There isn't a minute to lost 
He's up before the court martial one hour from now. 
YVETTE. I just want to check through these shirts. 
M,OTHER s;ouRAGE dragging her down the steps by the skirt. Yo1 
hyena, Swiss Cheese's life's at stake! And don't say who th1 
money comes from. Pretend he's your sweetheart, fo: 
heaven's sake, or we'll all get it for helping him. 
YVETTE. I've arranged to meet One Eye in the bushes. He musi 
be there by now. 
CHAPLAIN. And don't hand over all two hundred, a hundred 
and fifty's sure to be enough. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I'll thank you to keep your nose out of this, 
rm· riot doing you out of your porridge. Now run, and no 
haggling, remember his life's at stake. 
SCENE 3 
we going to live on? You have an unmarriageable daughter 
round your neck. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I'm counting on that cash box, smart alec. 
-rlley'If pay n[s expenses out of it. 
CHAPLAIN. You think she can work it? 
MOTHER COUMGE. It's to her interest: I pay out the two hun-
dred and she gets the wagon. She knows what she's doing, 
she won't have her colonel on the string forever. Catherine, 
go and clean the knives, use pumice stone. 
To the CHAPLAIN. 
And don't you stand around like Jesus in Gethsemane. Get 
a move on, wash those glasses. There'll be over fifty cavalry-
men here tonight, can't you just hear them grumbling, "Isn't 
walking terrible, oh my poor feet!" I think they'll let us have 
him. Thanks be to God they're corruptible. They're not 
wolves, they're human and after money. God is merciful, and 
men are bribable, that's how His will is done on earth as it 
is in Heaven. Corruption is our only hope. As long as there's 
corruption, there'll be merciful judges and even the inno-
cent may get off! 
YVETTE comes panting in. They'll do it for two hundred if you 
make it snappy, these things change from one minute to the 
next. I'd better take One Eye to my colonel right now. He 
confessed he had the cash box, they put the thumb screws 
on him. But he threw it in the river when he noticed them 
coming up behind him. S0 it's gone. Shall I run and get the 
money from my colonel? 
MOTHER COURAGE. The cash box gone? How'll I ever get my 
two huiidrect back? 
YVETTE. So you thought you could get it from the cash box? I 
would have been sunk. Not a hope, Mother Courage. If you 
want your Swiss Cheese, you'll have to pay. Or should I let 
the whole thing drop, so you can keep your wagon? 
MOTHER COURAGE. What can I do? I can't pay two hundred. 
You should have haggled with them. I must hold on to some-
thing, or any passer-by can kick me in the ditch. Go and say 
I'll pay a hundred and twenty or the deal's off. Even at that 
I lose the wagon. 
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YVETTE. They won't do it. And anyway, One Eye's in a hurry. 
He looks over his shoulder the whole time, he's so worked 
up. Hadn't I better give them the whole two hundred? 
MOTHER COURAGE, desperate. I can't pay itl I've been working 
ffirrly years. "Slie's twenty-five and still no husband, I have 
her to think of. So leave me alone, I know what I'm doing. A 
hundred and twenty or no deal. 
YVETTE. You know best. 
Runs off. 
MOTHER COURAGE turns away and slowly walks a few paces 
to the rear. Then she turns round, looks neither at the CHAP-
LAIN nor her daughter, and sits down to help CATHERINE 
polish the knives. 
l':fOTHER COURAGE. You'll have your brother back. I will pay 
"two fiundred-if I have to. With eighty gilders we could pack 
a hamper with goods and begin over. It wouldn't be the end 
of the world. 
CHAPLAIN. The Bible says, the Lord will provide. 
MOTHER COURAGE, to CATHERINE. You must rub them dry. 
YVETTE comes running on. They won't do it. I warned you. He 
said the drums would roll any second now and that's the 
sign a verdict has been pronounced. I offered a hundred and 
fifty, he didn't even shrug his shoulders. I could hardly get 
him to stay there while I came to you. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Tell him, I'll pay two hundred. Run! 
YVET~ MOTHER COURAGE sits, silent. The CHAPLAIN 
has stopped doing the glasses. 
I believe-I haggled too long. 
In the distance, a roll of drums. The CHAPLAIN stands up 
and walks toward the rear. MOTHER COURAGE remains 
seated. It grows dark. It gets light again. MOTHER couRAGE 
has not moved. 
cVETTE, appears, pale. Now you've done it-with your haggling. 
You can keep the wagon now. He got eleven bullets, that's 
~ all. I don't know why I still bother about you, you don't de-
serve it, but I just happened to learn they don't think the 
~-- -
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think you're connected with him. I think they mean to bring 
him here to see if you give yourself away when you see him. 
I warn you not to know him or we're in for it. And I better 
tell you straight, they're right behind me. Shall I keep 
Catherine away? 
MOTHER COURAGE shakes her head. 
Does she know? Maybe she never heard the drums or didn't 
understand. 
MOTHER COURAGE. She knows. Bring her. 
YVETTE brings CATHERINE, who walks over to her mother 
and stands by her. MOTHER couRAGE takes her hand. Two 
men come on with a stretcher; there is a sheet on it and 
something underneath. Beside them, the SERGEANT. They 
put the stretcher down. 
SERGEANT. Here's a man we don't know the name of. But he has 
to be registered to keep the records straight. He bought a 
meal from you. Look at him, see if you know him. 
He pulls back the sheet. 
Do you know him? 
MOTHER COURAGE shakes her head. 
What? You never saw him before he took that meal? 
MOTHER COURAGE shakes her head. 
Lift him up. Throw him on the junk heap. He has no one that 
knows him. 
They carry him off. 
4 
MOTHER COURAGE sings the song of the Great Capitulation. 
Outside an officer's tent. MOTHER couRAGE waits. A CLERK 
looks out of the tent. 
CLERK. You want to speak to the captain? I know you. You had 
a Protestant paymaster with you, he was hiding out. Better 
make no complaint here. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I will tool I'm innocent and if I give up it'll 
to maintain calm 
to save their own heads 
Action - to file a 
complaint 
.,~ ... ' 
,• 
to snapp 
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to save h~m 
to sh~:t him up 
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look like I have a bad conscience. They cut everything in my 
wagon to ribbons with their sabres and then claimed a fine 
of five thalers for nothing and less than nothing. 
CLERK. For your own good, keep your trap shut. We haven't 
many canteens, so we let you stay in business, especially if 
you've a bad conscience and have to pay a fine now and 
then. 
~~GE. I'm going to lodge a complaint. 
CLERK. As you wish. Wait here till the captain has time. 
Withdraws into the tent. 
YOUNG SOLDIER comes storming in. Screw the captain! Where 
is the son-of-a-bitch? Snitching my reward, spending it pn 
brandy for his whores, I'll rip his belly open! 
OLDER SOLDIER, coming after him. Shut your hole, you'll wind 
up in the stocks. 
YOUNG SOLDIER. Come out, you thief, I'll make lamb chops ut 
of you! I was the only one in the squad who swam the river 
and he grabs my money, I can't even buy a beer. Come on 
out! And let me slice you up! 
OLD SOLDIER. Holy Christ, he'll destroy himself! 
YOUNG SOLDIER. Let me go or I'll run you down too. This thing 
has got to be settled! 
OLDER SOLDIER. Saved the colonel's horse and didn't get there-
ward. He's young, he hasn't been at it long. 
_!!..<L_THER couR~GE. Let him go. He doesn't have to be chained, 
he's not a dog. Very reasonable to want a reward. Why else 
should he want to shine? 
YOUNG SOLDIER. He's in there pouring it down! You're all 
chickens. I done something special, I want the reward! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Young man, don't scream at me, I have my 
own troubles. 
YOUNG SOLDIER. He's whoring on my money and I'm hungry! I'll 
murder him! 
MOTHER C~U.!t1£lii: J understand: you're hungry. You're angry: 
I nnderstand that too. 
-
, 
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YOUNG SOLDIER. It's no use you talking, I won't stand for in-
justice! 
~OTHER coURAGE. You're quite right. But how long for? How 
long won't you stand injustice for? One hour? Or two? You 
haven't asked yourself that, have you? And yet it's the main 
thing. It's a misery to sit in the stocks. Especially if you 
leave it till then to decide you do stand for injustice. 
YOUNG SOLDIER. I don't know why I listen to you. Screw that 
captain! Where is he? 
MOTHER COURAGE. You listen because you know I'm right. Your 
rage has ca1ffied down already. It was a short one and you'd 
need a long one. But where would you find it? 
YOUNG SOLDIER. Are you trying to say it's not right to ask for the 
money? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Just the opposite. I only say, your rage won't 
last. You'Ifg'et nowhere with it, it's a pity. If your rage was 
a long one, I'd urge you on. Slice him up, I'd advice you. 
But what's the use if you don't slice him up because you feel 
your tail between your legs? You stand there and the captain 
lets you have it. 
OLDER SOLDIER. You're quite right, he's nuts. 
YOUNG SOLDIER. All right, we'll see whether I slice him up or not. 
Draws his sword. 
When he comes out, I slice him upl 
CLERK, looking out. The captain will be right out. 
In the tone of military command: 
Be seated! 
The YOUNG SOLDIER sits. 
MOTHER COURAGE. What did I tell you? They know us inside 
- out, they know their business. Be seated! And we sit. Oh, 
you needn't be embarrassed in front of me, I'm no better. We 
don't stick our necks out, do we? We're too well paid to keep 
'em in. Let me tell you about the Great Capitulation. 
S~gs-TH,E S~NG OF THE GREAT CAPITULATION. 
I believed once I was Wmr!thing special 
In the spring of life when I was young and free 
.,--
-
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(Not like your ordinary, run-of-the-mill girl with my looks 
and my talent and my love of higher thingsW 
And I bade them take the cook's hair out of my porridge: 
None was more particular than me 
(All or nothing, or anyway not the second best, I am the 
master of my fate, 111 take no orders from no one!) 
A starlVtg, sitting near 
Pipes, "Wait a year/" 
And marching with the band you go 
Just keeping step, now fast, now slow, 
And puffing out the melody 
How good it feels! 
But look: The column wheels! 
Is it by God's decree? 
Don't give that to mel 
And before the year was up and over 
I had learnt to take my medicine-by the glass 
(Two children round your neck and the price of bread and 
what all!) 
And when they were through with me, when they were 
ready 
They had me on my knees and on my ass 
(You must get in with people, one good turn deserves 
another, don't stick your neck out!) 
The starling, sitting near, 
Piped: "Less than a year!" 
And marching with the band she'd go 
Just keeping step, now fast, now slow, 
And puffing out the melody 
How good it feels 
But look: The column wheels! 
Is it by God's decree? 
Don't give that to mel 
Many saw I, sure, the heavens storming, 
And no star was bright enough or seemed too high 
(Where there's a will there's a way, you can't hold a good 
man down!) 
Soon they felt-' mid all the shaking of the mountains-
How much strength it takes to lift a straw hat or a fly 
(After all you must cut your coat according to the cloth.) 
The starling, sitting near, 
0 Lines in parentheses are spoken. 
THE GREAT CAPITULATION 
Long, long ago, a green beginner 
I thought myself a special case. 
(None of your ordinary, run of the mill girls, with my looks 
and my talent and my love · of the Higher Things.) 
I picked a hair out of my dinner 
And put the waiter in llis place . 
(All or nothing. Anyway, never the second best. I am the 
master of my fate. I'll take no orders from no one.) 
Then a little bird whispers ! 
The bird says: ''Wait a year or so 
And marching with the band you'll go 
Keeping in step, no'\V' fast, now slow, 
And piping out your little spiel. 
Then one day the battalions wheel! 
And you go down upon your knees 
To God Almighty if you please !" 
My friend, before that ye~r was over 
I'd learned to drink their cup of tea. 
(Two children round your neck and the price of bread and 
what all ~) 
When they were through with me, moreover, 
They had me where they wanted me. 
{You must get in with people . If you scratch my back, I'll 
scratch yours. Don't stick your neck out!) 
Then a little bird whispers! 
The bird says, "Scarce a year or so 
And marching with the band she'd go 
Keeping in step, now fast, now slow, 
And piping out her little spiel. 
Then one day the battalions wheel! 
And she goes down uppn her knees 
To God Almighty if you please l) 
Our plans are big, our hopes colossal. 
We hitch our wagon to a star. 
(\Vhere there's a will, there's a way . You can't hold a good 
man down.) 
"We can lift mounta.ins"says the apostle . 
And yet: how heavy one cigar! 
(You must cut your coat according to your cloth.) 
That little bird whispers! 
The bird says: "Wait a year or so 
And marching with the band we go 
Keeping in step, now fast, now slow, 
And piping out our little spiel. 
Then one day the battalions wheel! 
And we go down upon our knees 
To God Almighty if you please !) 
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D Pipes, "Wait a year!" 
And marching with the band they go 
Just keeping step, now fast, now slow, 
And puffing out their little tone: 
, 
Now! Here they come!! 
But here t/)e1r courage glides 
They thtflk that God guid_es 
Th~fore they are mum 
MOTHER COURAGE. And SO I think you should stay here with 
your sword drawn if you're set on it and your anger is big 
enough. You have good cause, I admit. But if your anger is 
a short one, you'd better go. 
YOUNG SOLDIER. Aw, shove it! 
He stumbles off, the othet· soldier following him. 
CLERK sticks his head out. The captain is here. You can lodge 
your complaint. 
_MOTHE~ COURAGE. I've thought better of it. I'm not complain-
ing. 
Exit. The CLERK looks after her, shaking his head. 
5 
TWO YEARS HAVE PASSED. THE WAR COVERS 
WIDER AND WIDER TERRITORY. FOREVER 
ON THE MOVE THE LITTLE WAGON CROSSES 
POLAND, MORAVIA, BAVARIA, ITALY, AND 
AGAIN BAVARIA. 1631. TILLY's VICTORY 
AT LEIPZIG COSTS MOTHER COURAGE FOUR 
SHIRTS, 
The wagon stands in a war-ruined village. Faint military 
music from the distance. Two soldiers are being served at a 
COUnter by CATHERINE and MOTHER COURAGE. One of them 
has a woman's fur coat about his shoulders. 
MOTHER COURAGE. What, you can't pay? No money, no 
schnapps! "'TJieYCan play a victory march, they should pay 
their men. 
to teach him a lesson 
to dismiss 
Action - to keep 
undamaged through 
the war 
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tolet himknov she's 
giving nothing 
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to hold on to her goods 
to show she is serious 
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FIRST soLDIER. I want my schnapps! I arrived too late for plun-
der. The Chief allowed one hour to plunder the town, it's a 
swindle. He's not inhuman, he says. So I guess they bought 
him off. 
CHAPLAIN, staggering in. There are more in the farmhouse. A 
whole family of peasants. Help me someone, I need linen! 
The SECOND SOLDIER goes With him. CATHERINE is getting 
very excited. She tries to get her mother to bring linen out. 
MOTHER coURAGE. I have none. I sold all my bandages to the 
-regiffi~mt-:-rm riot tearing up my officer's shirts for these peo-
ple. 
CHAPLAIN, calling over his shoulder. I said I need linen! 
¥:0~R COURAGE, stopping CATHERINE from entering the 
wagon. ot a ffiing! They have nothing and they pay noth-
ing! 
CHAPLAIN, to a woman he is carrying in. Why did you stay 
out there in the line of fire? 
WOMAN. Our farm--
MOTf,IEI\ couRAGE. Think they'd ever let go of anything? And 
now I'm supposed to pay, Well, I won't! 
FIRST SOLDIER. They're Protestants, why should they be Protes-
tants? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Protestant, Catholic, what do they care? 
Their farms gone, that's what. 
SECOND SOLDIER. They're not Protestants anyway, they're 
Catholics. 
FIRST SOLDIER. In a bombardment we can't pick and choose. 
PEASANT brought on by CHAPLAIN. 
My arm's gone. 
CHAPLAIN. Where's that linen? 
1\!..C?_TH~R~~ I can't give you any. With all I have to pay 
out-taxes, duties, bribes ... 
CATHERINE takes up a board and threatens her mother with 
it, emitting gurgling sounds. 
--------
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Are you out of your mind? Put that board down or I'll fetch 
you one, you lunatic! I'm giving nothing, I don't dare, I 
have myself to think of. 
The CHAPLAIN lifts her bodily off the steps of the wagon and 
sets her down on the ground. He takes out shirts from the 
wagon and tears them in strips. 
My shirts, my officer's shirts! 
From the house comes the cry of a child in pain. 
PEASANT. The child's still in there! 
CATHERINE runs in. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Hold her back, the roof may fall in! 
CHAPLAIN. I'm not going back in there! 
MOTHER couRAGE. My officer's shirts, half a gilder apiece! I'm 
ruined. 
CATHERINE brings a baby out of the ruins. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Another baby to drag around, you must be 
pleased with yourself. Give it to its mother this minute! 
CATHERINE is rocking the child and half humming a lul-
laby. 
CHAPLAIN, bandaging. The blood's coming through. 
MOTHER couRAGE. There she sits, happy as a lark in all this! 
--Shouting toward the music. 
Stop that music, I can see your victory all right! 
Seeing FIRST SOLDIER trying to make off with the bottle he's 
been drinking from. 
Stop, you pig, if you want another victory you must pay for 
it! 
FIRST SOLDIER. I'm broke. 
MOTHER couRAGE, tearing the fur coat off him. Then leave this, 
xt~ssroien goods anyhow. 
CATHERINE rocks the child and raises it high above her head. 
to protect her goods 
to show concern for her 
to sna.pp back at her 
to yell at the world 
to get even 
'1 
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to criticize 
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6 
BEFORE THE CITY OF INGOLSTADT IN BA-
VARIA MOTHER COURAGE ATTENDS THE 
FUNERAL OF THE FALLEN COMMANDER, 
TILLY, CONVERSATIONS TAKE PLACE ABOUT 
WAR HEROES AND THE DURATION OF THE 
WAR. THE CHAPLAIN COMPLAINS THA1 
HIS TALENTS ARE LYING FALLOW AND CATH· 
ERINE GETS THE RED BOOTS. THE YEAR ll 
1632. 
The inside of a canteen tent. The inner side of a counter a 
the rear. Rain. In the distance, drums and funeral musit 
The CHAPLAIN and the REGIMENTAL CLERK are playin 
checkers. MOTHER COURAGE and her DAUGHTER are takin 
inventory. 
CHAPLAIN. The funeral procession is just starting out. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Pity about the Chief-twenty two pab 
' socks-getting ldlled that way. They say it was an accider 
There was a fog over the fields that morning, and the fog w 
to blame. The Chief called up another regiment, told 'em 
fight to the death, rode back again, missed his way in t 
fog, went forward instead of back, and ran straight intc 
bullet in the thick of the battle! 
A whistle from the rear. She goes to the counter. Tc 
soldier. 
It's a disgrace the way you're all skipping your Comm; 
der's funeral! 
She pours a drink. 
CLERK. They shouldn't have handed the money out before 
funeral. Now the men are all getting drunk instead of go 
to it. 
CHAPLAIN, to the CLERK. Don't you have to be there? 
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CLERK. I stayed away because of the rain. 
MOTHER couRAGE. It's different for you, the rain might spoil 
your Uiliform. 
VOICE FROM THE COUNTER. Service! One brandy! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Your money first. No, you can't come in-
side- trie tent, not with those boots; you can drink outside, 
rain or no rain. I only let officers in here. 
To the CLERK. 
The Chief had his troubles lately, I hear. There was unrest 
in the second regiment because he didn't pay 'em but said 
it was a holy war and they must fight it for free. 
CHAPLAIN, as music continues. Now they're filing past the body. 
MOTHER couRAGE. I feel sorrv for a commander or an emperor 
- l.i.ketliat-~hen maybe h~ had something special in mind, 
something they'd talk about in times to come, something 
they'd raise a statue to him for. The conquest of the world 
now, that's a goal for a commander, he couldn't do better 
than that, could he? ... Lord, worms have gone into the bis-
cuit .... In short he works his hands to the bone and then 
it's all spoiled by the common riffraff that only wants a jug 
of beer or a bit of company, not the higher things in life. The 
finest plans have always been spoiled by the littleness of 
them that should carry them out. Even emperors can't do it 
all by themselves. They count on support from their soldiers 
and the people round about. Am I right? 
CHAPLAIN, laughing. You're right, Mother Courage, till you 
come to the soldiers. They do what they can. Those fellows 
outside, for example, drinking their brandy in the rain, I'd 
trust' em to fight a hundred years, one war after another, two 
at once if necessay. And I wasn't trained as a Commander. 
MOTHER couRAGE .... Seventeen leather belts. , .. Then you 
don't think the war might end? 
CHAPLAIN. Because a Commander's dead? Don't be childish, 
they're a dime a dozen. There are always heroes. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Well, I wasn't asking just for the sake of 
-- ar'gi.iiiieiit.l'Was wondering if I should buy up a lot of sup-
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plies. They happen to be cheap right now. But if the war 
ended, I might just as well throw them away. 
CHAPLAIN. I realize you are serious, Mother Courage. Well, 
there have always been people going around saying some-
day the war will end. I say, you can't be sure the war will 
ever end. Of course it may have to pause occasionally-for 
breath, as it were-it can even meet with an accident-noth-
ing on this earth is perfect-a war of which we could say it 
left nothing to be desired will probably never exist. A war 
can come to a sudden halt-from unforeseen causes-you 
can't think of everything-a little oversight, and the war's 
in the hole, and someone' s got to pull it out again! The some-
one is the Emperor or the King or the Pope. They're such 
friends in need, the war has really nothing to worry about, it 
can look forward to a prosperous future. 
A SOLDIER sings at the counter. 
A schnapps, host, quick, make haste! 
A soldier's no time to waste, 
Must be for his Kaiser fighting! 
Make it a double, this is a holiday. 
~Tl!EHCOURAGE. If I was sure you're right ... 
CHAPLAIN. Think it out for yourself, how could the war end? 
SOLDIER. 
Your breast, girl, quick, make haste! 
A soldier's no time to waste, 
Must be to Mora via riding! 
CLERK, of a sudden. What about peace? Yes, peace. I'm from 
Bohemia, I'd like to get home once in a while. 
CHAPLAIN. You would, would you? Dear old peace! What hap-
pens to the hole when the cheese is gone? 
CLERK. In the long run you can't live without peace! 
CHAPLAIN. Well, I'd say there's peace even in war, war has 
its ... islands of peace. For war satisfies all needs, even those 
of peace, yes, they're provided for, or the war couldn't keep 
going. In war-as in the very thick of peace-you can take a 
crap, and between one battle and the next there's always a 
beer, and even on the march you can catch a nap-on your 
t 
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elbow maybe, in a gutter-something can always be man-
aged. Of course you can't play cards during an attack, but 
neither can you while plowing the fields in peace-time; it's 
when the victory's won that there are possibilities. And 
can't you be fruitful and multiply in the very midst of 
slaughter-behind a barn or some place? Nothing can keep 
you from it very long in any event. And so the war has your 
offspring and can carry on. War is like love, it always finds 
a way. Why should it end? 
CATHERINE has stopped working. She stares at the CHAP-
LAIN. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Then I will buy those supplies, I'll rely on 
you. 
CATHERINE suddenly bangs a basket of glasses down on the 
ground and runs out. MOTHER COURAGE laughs. 
Lord, Catherine's still going to wait for peace. I promised 
her she'll get a husband-when it's peace. 
Runs after her. 
CLERK, standing up. I win. You were talking. You pay. 
MOTHER COURAGE, returning with CATHERINE. Be sensible, the 
war'IT go onaoit longer, and we'll make a bit more money, 
then peace'll be all the nicer. Now you go into the town, it's 
not ten minutes walk, and bring the things from the Golden 
Lion, just the more expensive ones, we can get the rest later 
in the wagon. It's all arranged, the clerk will go with you, 
most of the soldiers are at the funeral, nothing can happen 
to you. Do a good job, don't lose anything, Catherine, think 
of your trousseau! 
CATHERINE ties a cloth round her head and leaves with the 
CLERK. 
CHAPLAIN. You don't mind her going with the clerk? 
MOTHER couRAGE: She's not so pretty anyone would want to 
CHAPLAIN. The way you run your business and always come 
through is nothing short of commendable, Mother Courage-
! see how you got your name. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Poorer people need courage. They're lost, 
that's why. That they even get up in the morning is some-
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thing-in their plight. Or that they plow a field-in war time. 
Or that they have an Emperor and a Pope, what courage 
that takes, when you can lose your life by it! The poor! They 
hang each other one by one, they slaughter each other in the 
lump, so if they want to look each other in the face once in 
a while-well, it takes courage, that's all. 
She sits, takes a small pipe from her pocket and smokes it. 
You might chop me a bit of firewood. 
CHAPLAIN, reluctantly taking his coat off and preparing to chop 
wood. Properly speaking, I'm a pastor of souls, not a wood-
cutter. 
MOTHER COURAGE. But I don't have a soul. And I do need wood. 
CHAPLAIN. What's that little pipe you've got there? 
~O.THER COURAGE. Just a pipe. 
CHAPLAIN. I think it's a very particular pipe. 
MOTHERCOURAGE.Oh? 
CHAPLAIN. The cook's pipe in fact. Our Swedish Commander's 
cook. 
~<.?~OUR~. If you know, why beat about the bush? 
CHAPLAIN. Because I don't know if you've been aware that's 
what you've been smoking. It was possible you just rum-
maged among your belongings and your fingers just lit on a 
pipe and you just took it. In pure absent-mindedness. 
MO'f!IER couRAGE. How do you know that's not it? 
CHAPLAIN. It isn't. You are aware of it. 
He brings the ax down on the block with a crash. 
MOTHER coURAGE. What if I was? 
CHAPLAIN. I must give you a warning, Mother Courage, it's my 
duty. You are unlikely ever again to see the gentleman but 
that's no pity, you're in luck. Mother Courage, he did not im-
press me as trustworthy. On the contrary. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Really? He was such a nice man. 
CHAPLAIN. Well! So that's what you call a nice man. I do not. 
The ax falls again. 
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Far be it from me to wish him ill, but I cannot-cannot-
describe bim as nice. No, no, he's a Don Juan, a cunning Don 
Juan. Just look at that pipe if you don't believe me. You must 
admit it tells everything about him. 
MOTHER couRAGE. I see nothing special in it. It's been, um, 
use . 
CHAPLAIN. It's bitten half-way through! He's a man of great 
violence! It is the pipe of a man of great violence, you can 
see that if you've any judgment left! 
He deals the block a tremendous blow. 
~OTHER coURAGE. Don't bite my chopping block half-way 
thiougl'II '"-
CHAPLAIN. I told you I had no training as a woodcutter. The 
care of souls was my field. Around here my gifts and capa-
bilities are grossly misused. In physical labor my god-given 
talents find no-urn-adequate expression-which is a sin. 
You haven't heard me preach. Why, I can put such spirit into 
a regiment with a single sermon that the enemy's a mere 
flock of sheep to them and their own lives no more than 
smelly old shoes to be thrown away at the thought of final 
victory! God has given me the gift of tongues. I can preach 
you out of your senses! 
MOTHER COURAGE. I need my senses, what would I do without 
them? 
CHAPLAIN. Mother Courage, I have often thought that-under 
a veil of plain speech-you conceal a heart. You are human, 
you need ... warmth. 
MOTHER COURAGE. The best way of warming this tent is to chop 
plenty of fuewood. 
CHAPLAIN. You're changing the subject. Seriously, my dear 
Courage, I sometimes ask myself how it would be if our rela-
tionship should be somewhat more firmly ... cemented. I 
mean, now the wind of war has whirled us so strangely to-
gether. 
MOTHER COURAGE. The cement's pretty firm already. I cook 
your meals. And you lend a hand-at chopping firewood, for 
instance. 
to have fun 
to show her anger 
to laugh at him 
to pretend she doesn't 
get it 
to evade it 
to set him back 
to explain 
to get things clear 
to find out 
to calm, console her 
to comfort her 
to please her 
to shov her bitterness 
36 BRECHT Mother Courage 
IAPLAIN going over to her, gesturing with the ax. You know 
what I mean by a close relationship. It has nothing to do with 
eating and woodcutting and such base necessities. Let your 
heart speak! 
::>THER COURAGE. Don't come at me like that with your ax, 
that'd be too close a relationship! 
APLAIN. This is no laughing matter, I am in earnest. I've 
thought it all over. 
>THER coURAGE. Dear Chaplain, be a sensible fellow. I like 
you, and I don't want to heap coals of fire on your head. All 
I'm after is to bring me and my children through in that 
wagon. Now chop the firewood and we'll be warm of an 
evening, which is quite a lot these days. What's that? 
She stands up. CATHERINE enters breathless with a nasty 
wound above her eye and brow. She is letting everything 
fall, parcels, leather goods, a drum etc. 
Catherine, what is it? Were you attacked? On the way back? 
It's not serious, only a flesh wound, I'll bandage it up for 
you, and you'll be better within the week. Didn't the clerk 
walk you back? That's because you're a good girl, he thought 
they'd leave you alone. The wound really isn't deep, it won't 
show. That's it, now it's all bandaged. Now I have some-
thing for you, I've been keeping it, just watch. 
She digs YVETTE POTTIER's red boots out of a bag. 
You see? You always wanted 'em and now you have 'em. Put 
them on before I think twice about it. 
She helps her. 
It won't show at alii The boots have kept well, I cleaned 
them good before I put them away. 
CATHERINE leaves the shoes and creeps into the wagon. 
APLAIN when she's gone. I hope she won't be disfigured? 
>THER COURAGE. There'll be a scar. She needn't wait for peace 
now. 
lAPLAIN. She didn't let them get any of the stuff from her. 
JTHER coURAGE. Maybe I shouldn't have been so strict with 
her. lf(}ij'j';j eyer knew what went on inside her head. One 
THE SONG OF MOTHER COURAGE 
So cheer up boys, the rose is fading ! 
When victory comes you may be dead! 
A war is just the same as trading: 
But not 1ri th cheese--ri th steel and lead! 
Christians awake ! The winter's gone! 
The snows depart, the dead sleep on. 
And though you may not long survive 
Get out of bed and look alive! 
!.. 
r 
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She picks up the things CATHERINE spilled and sorts them 
angrily. 
This is war. A nice source of income to have! 
Cannon shots. 
CHAPLAIN. Now they're lowering the Commander in his gravel 
A historic moment. 
MOTHER coURAGE. It's a historic moment to me when they hit 
my daughter over the eye. She's all but finished now, she'll 
get no husband, and she's so crazy for children! Even her 
dumbness comes from the war. A soldier stuck something in 
her mouth when she was little. I'll not see Swiss Cheese 
again, and where my Eilif is the Good Lord knows. Curse the 
war! 
7 
A HIGHWAY. THE CHAPLAIN AND CATH-
ERINE ARE PULLING THE WAGON.l> IT IS 
DIRTY AND NEGLECTED, THOUGH THERE ARE 
NEW GOODS HUNG ROUND IT. 
MOTHER coURAGE, walking beside the wagon and drinking 
heavily from a flask at her waist. I won't have my war all 
sp · d for mel It destroys the weak, does it? Well, what 
does p ce do for 'em? Huh? 
She sings song. 
So cheer up, bo the rose is fading 
When vict'ry come~ou may be dead 
A war is just the same 11&.f!ading 
But not with cheese-with~el instead! 
The spring is here, ge~t of bed 
The snow melts fast, gree~uds arrive 
YoU:lt sleep forever when you•rs. dead 
BUt if you're not, then look alive! 
And the wagon moves on.t ' 
" The turntable is used as in the Prologue. 
t In performance the one intermission comes here. 
to refl ect. 
-to complain 
to dismiss 
to find out 
II 
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1632. IN THIS SAME YEAR GUSTAVUS ADOL-
PHUS FELL IN THE BATTLE OF LUTZEN. THE 
PEACE THREATENS MOTHER COURAGE WITH 
RUIN. HER BRAVE SON PERFORMS ONE 
HEROIC DEED TOO MANY AND COMES TO A 
SHAMEFUL END. 
A camp. A summer morning. In front of the wagon, an old 
woman and her son. The son is dragging a large bag of bed-
ding. 
MOTHER COURAGE, from inside the wagon. Must you come at 
"''"" the crack or ctiwn? 
YOUNG MAN. We've been walking all night, twenty miles it was, 
we have to be back today. 
MOTHER COURAGE still inside. What do l want with bed 
-mers~ Tare 'em to the town! 
YOUNG MAN. At least wait till you see 'em. 
OLD WOMAN. Nothing doing here either, let's go. 
YOUNG MAN. And let 'em sign away the roof over our heads for 
taxes? Maybe she'll pay three gilders if you throw in that 
bracelet. 
Bells start ringing. 
You hear, mother? 
VOICES from the rear. It's peace! The King of Sweden's killed! 
MOTHER couRAGE, sticking her head out of the wagon. She 
- hasn l"'done ner hair yet. Bells! What are the bells for, mid-
dle of the week? 
CHAPLAIN, crawling out from under the wagon. What's that 
they're shouting? 
YOUNG MAN. It's peace. 
SCENE 8 z8g 
MOTHER COURAGE. Don't tell me peace has broken out-when 
I've just gone and bought all these supplies! 
CHAPLAIN, calling, toward the rear. Is it peace? 
VOICE, from a distance. Yes, the war stopped three weeks ago! 
CHAPLAIN, to MOTHER COURAGE. Or why would they ring the 
bells? 
VOICE. A great crowd of Lutherans have just arrived with 
wagons-they brought the news. 
YOUNG MAN. It's peace, mother. 
The OLD WOMAN collapses. 
What's the matter? 
MOTIIER coURAGE back in the wagon. Catherine, it's peace! 
Put on your black dress, we're going to church, we owe it 
to Swiss Cheese! 
YOUNG MAN. The people here say so too, the war's over. 
The OLD woMAN stands up, dazed. 
I'll get the harness shop going again now, I promise you. 
Everything'll be all right, father will get his bed back. . . . 
Can you walk? 
To the CHAPLAIN. 
She felt sick, it was the news. She didn't believe there'd ever 
be peace again. Father always said there would. We're going 
home. 
They leave. 
MOTHER coURAGE, off. Give her a schnapps! 
CHAPLAIN. They've left already. 
MOTHER COURAGE still off. What's going on in the camp over 
therer 
CHAPLAIN. They're all getting together, I think I'll go over. 
Shall I put my pastor's clothes on again? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Better get the exact news first, and not risk 
being identified as the antichrist. 
CHAPLAIN. And who may this be coming down from the camp? 
Well, if it isn't our Swedish Commander's cook! 
.. 
to regret 
to announce 
to find out 
to show delight 
to get ready for Eiliff 
tocry on his stioulder 
to complain 
to explain 
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:::ooK, somewhat bedraggled, carrying a bundle. Who's here? 
The Chaplain! 
::HAPLAIN. Mother Courage, a visitor! 
MOTHER COURAGE clambers OUt. 
:;ooK. Well, I promised I'd come over for a brief conversation 
as soon as I had time. I didn't forget your brandy, Mrs. 
Fierling. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Mr. Lamp, the Commander's cook! After all 
these years! Where is Eilif? 
cooK. Isn't he here yet? He went on ahead yesterday, he was 
on his way over. 
CHAPLAIN. I will put my pastor's clothes on. 
He goes behind the wagon. 
MOTHER couRAGE. He may be here any minute then. 
CaUs to~ard the wagon. 
Catherine, Eilif's coming! Bring a glass of brandy for the .~!« 
Cook, Catherine! 
CATHERINE doesn't come. 
Pull your hair over it and have done, the Cook's no stranger. 
She won't come out. Peace is nothing to her, it was too long 
coming. Well, one more schnapps! 
;ooK. Dear old peace! 
He and MOTHER COURAGE sit. 
1.10THER COURAGE. Cook, you come at a bad time: I'm ruined. 
::ooK. What? That's terrible! 
MOTHER COURAGE. The peace has broken my neck. On the 
-Cliaplain s i'dvice I've gone and bought a lot of supplies. 
Now everybody's leaving and I'm holding the bag. 
cooK. How ever could you listen to the Chaplain? If I'd had 
time-but the Catholics were too quick-I'd have warned you 
against him. He's a windbag. Well, so now he's the big wheel 
round here! 
"\--OTHER r,mm r\ cr II , 
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COOK. I'll bet he has. And I'll bet he's told you a few of his 
jokes. He has a most unhealthy attitude to women. I tried 
to influence him but it was no good. He isn't sound. 
~OTHERCOURAGE.AJeyousound? 
COOK. If I'm nothing else, I'm sound. Your health! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Sound! Only one person around here was 
ever sauna, ana I never had to slave as I did then. He sold 
the blankets off the children's beds in autumn. You aren't 
recommending yourself if you admit you're sound. 
COOK. You fight tooth and nail, don't you? I like that. 
MOTHER coURAGE. Don't tell me you dream of my teeth and 
nails. 
COOK. Well, here we sit, while the bells of peace do ring, and 
you pour your famous brandy as only you know how. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I don't see how they can hand out all this 
pay tnat s m arrears. And then where shall I be with my 
Lmous brandy? Have you all been paid? 
cooK, hesitating. Not exactly. That's why we disbanded. In 
the circumstances, I thought, why stay? For the time being, 
I'll look up a couple of friends. So here I am. 
MOTHER COURAGE. In other words, you're broke. 
cooK, annoyed by the bells. It's about time they stopped that 
racket! I'd like to set myself up in some business. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Oh, Cook, it's a dog's life. 
cooK, as the CHAPLAIN turns up, wearing his old costume. We'll 
discuss it. 
CHAPLAIN. The coat's pretty good. Just a few moth holes. 
COOK. I don't know why you take the trouble. You won't find 
another job. Who could you incite now to earn an honora-
ble wage or risk his life for a cause? Besides I have a bone to 
pick with you. 
CHAPLAIN. Have you? 
cooK. I have. You advised a lady to buy superfluous goods on 
the pretext that the war would never end. 
, 
to joke 
to sna.pp back 
to converse 
to wrap it up 
o;t 
to pacify 
to growl 
to give him a piece of 
her mind 
to snapp back 
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CHAPLAIN, hotly. I'd like to know what business it is of yours? 
COOK. It's unprincipled behavior! How can you give unwanted 
advice? And interfere with the conduct of other people's 
businesses? 
CHAPLAIN. Who's interfering now, I'd like to know? 
Haughtily to MOTHER COURAGE. 
I had no idea you were such a close friend of this gentleman 
and had to account to him for everything. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Now don't get excited. The Cook's giving 
his personaf opinion. You can't deny your war was a lemon. 
CHAPLAIN. You mustn't take the name of peace in vain. Remem-
ber, you're a hyena of the battlefield! 
MOTHER COURAGE. A what!? 
cooK. If you insult my girl friend, you'll have to reckon with 
mel 
CHAPLAIN. I am not speaking to you, your intentions are only 
too transparent! 
To MOTHER COURAGE. 
But when I see you take peace between finger and thumb 
like a snotty old hanky, my humanity rebels! It shows that 
you want war, not peace, for what you get out of it. But 
don't forget the proverb: he who sups with the devil mus1 
use a long spoon! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Remember what one fox said to another tha 
was caught in a trap? "If you stay there, you're just askin~ 
for trouble!" There isn't much love lost between me and th1 
war. And when it comes to calling me a hyena, you and : 
part company. 
CHAPLAIN. Then why all this grumbling about the peace just a: 
everyone's heaving a sigh of relief? Is it just for the junk ii 
your wagon? 
MOTHER COURAGE. My goods are not junk. I live off them. 
CHAPLAIN. You live off war. Exactly. 
cooK, to the CHAPLAIN. As a grown man, you should knov 
better than to go around advising people. 
To MOTHER COURAGE. 
SCENE 8 
.293 
Now, in your situation you'd be smart to get rid of certain 
goods at once-before the prices sink to zero. Get ready and 
get going, there isn't a moment to lose! 
MOTIIER cOURAGE. That's sensible advice, I think I'll take it. 
CHAPLAIN. Because the Cook says so. 
MOTHER coURAGE. Why didn't you say so? He's right, I must 
get to the market. 
She climbs into the wagon. 
COOK. One up for me, Chaplain. You have no presence of mind. 
You should have said, "I gave you advice? Why, I was just 
talking politics!" And you shouldn't take me on as a rival. 
Cockfights are not becoming to your cloth. 
CHAPLAIN. If you don't shut your trap, I'll murder you, whether 
it's becoming or not! 
cooK, taking his boots off and unwinding the wrappings on his 
feet. If you hadn't degenerated into a godless tramp, you 
could easily be quite a success these days. Cooks won't be 
needed, there's nothing to cook, but there's still plenty to be-
lieve, and people'll go right on believing it. 
CHAPLAIN, changing his tone. Cook, please don't drive me out! 
Since I hearne a tramp, I'm a somewhat better man. I 
couldn't preach to 'em any more. So where should I go? 
YVETTE POTIIER enters, decked out in black, with a stick. 
She is much older, fatter, and heavily powdered. Behind her, 
a servant. 
YVETTE. Rullo, everybody! Is this Mother Courage's establish-
ment? 
CHAPLAIN. Quite right. And with whom have we the pleasure? 
YVETTE. I am Madame Colonel Starhemberg, good people. 
Where's Mother Courage? 
CHAPLAIN, calling to the wagon. Madame Colonel Starhemberg 
wants to speak with you! 
MOTIIER COURAGE, from inside. Coming( 
YVETTE, calling. It's Yvette! 
MOTHER COURAGE, inside. Yvette( 
to charm 
to get business 
to exclaim 
to greet 
to inquire 
to have a joke 
to show pleasure 
to stop her from doing 
something foolish 
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YVETTE. Just to see how you're getting on! 
As the cooK turns round in horror. 
Peter! 
cooK. Yvette! 
YVETTE. Of all things! How did you get here?' 
cooK. On a cart. 
CHAPLAIN. Well! You know each other? Intimately? 
YVETTE. J'll say! 
Scrutinizing the cooK. 
You're fat. 
cooK. For that matter, you're no beanpole. 
YVETTE. Anyway, nice meeting you, tramp. Now I can tell yo· 
what I think of you. 
CHAPLAIN. Do that, tell him all, but wait till Mother Courag 
comes out. 
cooK. Now don't make a scene ... 
MOTHER couRAGE comes out, laden with goods. Yvette! 
-They errJ;race. 
But why are you in mourning? 
YVETTE. Doesn't it suit me? My husband, the colonel, die 
several years ago. 
MOTHER coURAGE. The old fellow that nearly bought m 
wagon? 
YVETTE. Naw, not him-his older brother! 
MOTHER couRAGE. Good to see one person who got somewhe1 
in the war. 
CHAPLAIN. You promised to give us your opinion of this gentJ 
man. 
cooK. Now, Yvette, don't make a stink! 
MOTHER COURAGE. He's a friend of mine, Yvette. 
YVETTE. He's-Peter Piper, that's what! 
II 
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MOTHER COURAGE, WhatJ? 
cooK. Cut the nicknames. My name's Lamp. 
MOTHER COURAGE, laughing. Peter Piper? Who turned the 
- women s ea s? I'll have to sit down. And I've been keeping 
your pipe for you. 
CHAPLAIN. And smoking it. 
YVETTE. Lucky I can warn you against him. He's a bad lot. You 
won't find a worse on the whole coast of Flanders. He got 
more girls in trouble than ... 
COOK. That's a long time ago, it isn't true any more. 
YVETTE. Stand up when you talk to a lady! Oh, how I loved 
that man! And all the time he was having a little bowlegged 
brunette. He got her in trouble too, of course. 
COOK. I seem to have brought you luck! 
YVETTE. Shut your trap, you hoary ruin! And you take care, 
Mother Courage, this type is still dangerous even in decay! 
MOTHER COURAGE, to YVETTE. Come with me, I must get rid 
of this sni.lfl>efore the prices fall. 
YVETTE concentrating on cooK. Miserable curl 
.MOTHER coURAGE. Maybe you can help me at army head-
quarters, you ave contacts. 
YVETTE. Damnable whore hunter! 
MOTHEIL90UMG~, shouting into the wagon. Catherine, church 
is aTioff, I'm going to market! 
YVETTE. Inveterate seducer! 
MOTHER COURAGE, still to CATHERINE. When Eilif comes, give 
rum sometlrlDg to drink! 
YVETTE. I've put an end to your tricks, Peter Piper, and one day 
-in a better life than this-the Lord God will reward mel 
She sniffs. 
Come, Mother Courage! 
Leaves with MOTHER COURAGE. Pause. 
to enjoy this 
to digest the 
surprise 
to end the quarrel 
to get the benefit 
of her position 
to let her knoY 
to give orders 
.i: 
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CHAPLAIN. As our text this morning let us take the saying, tht 
mills of God grind slowly. And you complain of my jokes! 
COOK. I have no luck. I'll be frank, I was hoping for a good ho 
dinner, I'm starving. And now they'll be talking about me 
and she'll get a completely wrong picture. I think I shoul< 
go before she comes back. 
CHAPLAIN. I think so too. 
COOK. Chaplain, the peace makes me sick. Mankind must per 
ish by fire and sword, we're born and bred in sin! Oh, hov 
I wish I was roasting a great fat capon for the Commande 
-God knows where he's got to-with mustard sauce ant 
those little yellow carrots ... 
CHAPLAIN. Red cabbage-with capon, red cabbage. 
COOK. You're right. But he always wanted yellow carrots. 
CHAPLAIN. He never understood a thing. 
COOK. You always put plenty away. 
CHAPLAIN. Under protest. 
COOK. Anyway, you must admit, those were the days. 
CHAPLAIN. Yes, that I might admit. 
COOK. Now you've called her a hyena, there's not much n 
ture for you here either. What are you staring at? 
CHAPLAIN. It's Eilifl 
Followed by two soldiers with halberds, EILIF enters. H 
hands are fettered. He is white as chalk. 
What's happened to you? 
EILIF. Where's mother? 
CHAPLAIN. Gone to town. 
EILIF. They said she was here. I was allowed a last visit. 
cooK, to the soldiers. Where are you taking him? 
SOLDIER. For a ride. 
The other soldier makes the gesture of throat cutting. 
CHAPLAIN. What has he done? 
SOLDIER. He broke in on a peasant. The wife is dead. 
,. 
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CHAPLAIN. Eilif, how could you? 
EILIF. It's no different. It's what I did before. 
COOK. That was in wartime. 
EILIF. Shut your hole. Can I sit down till she comes? 
SOLDIER. No. 
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CHAPLAIN. It's true. In war time they honored him for it. He 
sat at the Commander's right hand. It was bravery. 
Couldn't we speak with the provost? 
SOLDIER. What's the use? Stealing cattle from a peasant, what's 
brave about that? 
COOK. It was just dumb. 
EILIF. If I'd been dumb, I'd have starved, smarty. 
cooK. So you were bright and paid for it. 
CHAPLAIN. At least we must bring Catherine out. 
EILIF. Let her alone. Just give me some brandy. 
SOLDIER. No. 
CHAPLAIN. What shall we tell your mother? 
EILIF. Tell her it was no different. Tell her it was the same. Aw, 
tell her nothing. 
The soldiers take him away. 
CHAPLAIN. I'll come with you, I'll ... 
EILIF. I don't need a priest! 
CHAPLAIN. You don't know-yet. 
Follows him. 
cooK, calling after him. I'll have to tell her, she'll want to see 
him! 
CHAPLAIN. Better tell her nothing. Or maybe just that he was 
here, and he'll return, maybe tomorrow. Meantime I'll be 
back and can break the news. 
Leaves quickly. The cooK looks after him, shakes his head, 
then walks uneasily around. Finally, he approaches the 
wagon. 
to show her pleasure 
about war 
to find out 
to show off 
to boast 
to find out more 
to let her know 
to find out 
If 
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cooK. Hi! Won't you come out? You want to run away frm 
the peace, don't you? Well, so do I! I'm the Swedish Con 
mander's cook, remember me? I was wondering if you g< 
anything to eat in there-while we're waiting for ym 
mother. I wouldn't mind a bit of bacon-or even bread-ju: 
to pass the time. 
He looks in. 
She's got a blanket over her head. 
The thunder af cannon. 
~.I.LfOURA_2E, running, out of breath, still carrying t1 
goock. Cook, the peace is over, the war's on again, has beE 
for three days! I didn't get rid of this stuff after all, thar 
Cod! There's a shooting match in the town already-wi1 
the Lutherans. We must get away with the wagon. Pac 
Catherine! What's on your mind? Something the matte 
cooK. Nothing. 
MOTHER COURAGE. But there is, I see it in your face. 
cooK. Eilif was here. Only he had to go away again. 
MOTHER COURAGE. He was here? Then we'll see him on tl 
ma;ch. I'll be with our side this time. How'd he look? 
cooK. The same. 
MOTHER couRAGE. He'll never change. And the war could1 
get him, he's bright. Help me with the packing. 
She starts it. 
Did he tell you anything? Is he in good with the captai 
Did he tell you about his heroic deeds? 
COOK, darkly. He's done one of them over again. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Tell me about it later. 
CATHERINE appears. 
Catherine, the peace is all through, we're on the rna 
again. 
To the cooK. 
What is biting you? 
COOK. I'll enlist. 
MOTHER couRAGE. A good idea. Where's the Chaplain? 
THE SONG OF MOTHER COURAGE 
Up hill, do'Wll dale, past dome and steeple 
My wagon always moves ahead. 
The war can care for all its people 
So long as there is steel and lead. 
Though steel and lead are stout supporters 
A war needs human beings too. 
Report today to your headquarters ! 
If it'' s to last, this war needs you ! 
Christians, awake! The winter's gone ! 
The snow departs, the dead sleep on. 
And though you may not long survive 
Get out of bed and look alive ! 
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cooK. In the town. With Eilif. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Stay with us a while, Mr. Lamp, I need a bit 
of help. 
COOK. This Yvette thing • • • 
MOTHER COURAGE. Hasn't done you any harm at all in my eyes. 
Just the opposite. Where there's smoke, there's fire, they 
say. You'll come? 
COOK. I won't say no. 
MOTHER COURAGE. The twelfth regiment's under way. Into 
· harness w1tn you! Maybe I'll see Eilif before the day is out, 
just think! Well, it wasn't such a long peace, we can't grum-
ble. Let's go! 
They move off. 
9 
THE HOLY WAR HAS LASTED SIXTEEN YEARS 
AND GERMANY HAS LOST HALF ITS IN-
HABITANTS, THOSE WHO ARE SPARED IN 
BATTLE DIE BY PLAGUE. OVER ONCE BLOOM-
ING COUNTRYSIDE HUNGER RAGES. TOWNS 
ARE BURNED DOWN. WOLVES PROWL THE 
EM P T Y S TREE T S. IN THE AUTUMN 0 F 1 6 3 4 
WE FIND MOTHER COURAGE IN THE FICH-
TELGEBIRGE NOT FAR FROM THE ROAD THE 
SWEDISH ARMY IS TAKING. WINTER HAS 
COME EARLY AND IS HARD, BUSINESS IS 
BAD, ONLY BEGGING REMAINS. THE COOK 
RECEIVES A LETTER FROM UTRECHT AND IS 
SENT PACKING. 
In front of a half-ruined parsonage. Early winter. A grey 
morning. Gusts of wind. MOTHER COURAGE and the COOK 
at the wagon in shabby clothes. 
COOK. There are no lights on, no one's up. 
to have a man around 
to assure 
to start 1ri th energy 
to CODIIIlent 
to per:made 
to agree 
to complain 
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MOTHER coURAGE. But it's a parsonage. The parson'll have t 
leave his feather bed and go ring the bells. Then he'll ha\ 
himself a hot soup. 
cooK. Where'll he get it from? The whole village is starving. 
MOTHER coURAGE. The house is lived in. There was a dog bar] 
m~. 
cooK. If the parson has anything, he'll stick to it. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Maybe if we sang him something ..• 
cooK. I've had enough. Anna, I didn't tell you, a letter can 
from Utrecht. My mother died of cholera, the inn is mir 
There's the letter, if you don't believe me. 
MOTHER COURAGE.., reading. Lamp, I'm tired of wandering t< 
I feel like a butcher's dog taking meat to the customers a: 
getting none myself. 
cooK. The world's dying out. 
MOTHER couRAGE. Sometimes I see myself driving throu 
he with this wagon and selling brimstone. And sometin 
I'm driving through heaven handing out provisions 
wandering souls! If only we could find a place where the1 
no shooting, me and my children-what's left of 'em-
might rest up a while. 
cooK. We could open this inn together. Think about it, Cc 
age. My mind's made up. With or without you, I'm leav 
for Utrecht. And today at that. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I must talk to Catherine, it's sudden. 
CATHERINE emerges from the wagon. 
Catherine, I've something to tell you. The cook and I '" 
to go to Utrecht, he's been left an inn. We'd be sure of 
dinner: nice, hm? And you'd have a bed, what do you t1 
of that? This is a dog's life, on the road, you might be ki 
any time, even now you're covered with lice .•. I tJ 
we'll decide to go, Catherine. 
cooK. Anna, I must have a word with you alone. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Go back inside, Catherine. 
CATHERINE does SO. 
cooK. I'm interrupting because there's a misunderstanc 
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Anna. I thought I wouldn't have to say it right out, but I 
see I must. If you're bringing her, it's all off. 
CATHERINE has her head out of the back of the wagon and 
is listening. 
MOTHER COURAGE. You mean I leave Catherine behind? 
cooK. What do you think? There's no room in the inn, it isn't 
one of those places with three counters. If the two of us 
stand on our hindlegs we can earn a living, but three's too 
many. Let Catherine keep your wagon. 
MOTHER COURAGE. I was thinking she might find a husband in 
Utrecht · 
COOK. With that scar? And old as she is? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Not SO loud! 
cooK. Loud or soft, what is, is. That's another reason I can't 
have her in the inn, the customers wouldn't like it. 
MOTHER coURAGE. Not so loud, I said! 
COOK. There's a light in the parsonage, we can sing now! 
They go over toward the wall. 
MOTHER couRAGE. How could she pull the wagon by herself? 
""""Ti11:!"Wllr ti1~1:i§ her, she couldn't stand it. 
cooK. The inn's too small. 
Calling. 
Worthy Sir, menials, and all within! We now present the 
song of Solomon, Julius Caesar, and other great souls who 
came to no good, so you can see we're law-abiding folk too, 
and have a hard time getting by, especially in winter. 
He sings: THE SONG OF THE GREAT souLS OF THlS EARTH. 
Y au· 8f.i.W the wise man Solomon 
Y au know his histOry 
So plain to him was all the earth 
That in fury he tn;rsed the hour of his birth 
And saw that all was. vanity 
How great and wise~ Solomon/ 
But ere night came and dCi"!Nlid go 
It all was clear to everyone: 
'Twas wisdom that had brought him down so low! 
How fortunate the man with none 
, 
to try to get it 
to persuade hiJD 
to shut him up 
BRECHT Mother Courage 
For the virtues are dangerous in this world, as our fine song 
tells. You're better off without, you have a nice life, break 
st included-a good hot soup maybe ... I'm an exampl€ 
o man who's not had any, and I'd like some, I'm a soldier, 
bu what good did my bravery do me in all thQse battlesF 
Non at all. I might just as well have wet my pants like a 
and stayed home. For why? 
You saw he brave man Caesar too 
You kno what him befell 
He sat, a d upon a throne, 
Was murder , as you know full well, 
And just whe e was greatest grown 
He cried aloud, "You too, my sonr' 
But ere night ca and day did go 
It all was clear to veryone: 
'Twas brav'ry that brought him down so low/ 
How fortunate the n with none 
Under his breath. 
They don't even look o . 
Aloud. 
Worthy Sir, menials, and a within! You should say, no 
courage isn't the thing to fill a an's belly, try honesty, tha 
should be worth a dinner, at y rate it must have sam 
effect. Let's see. 
You know the honest Socrates 
He always spoke the truth \ _ 
They owed him thanks for this, you'l:( think 
But in fury they gave him hemlock to .P,rink 
And said tha~ he was bad for youth 
How honest. was the people's greatest scnil 
But ere niFJht came and day did go 
It all was clear to everyone: 
'Twas honesty had brought him down so low'f-
How fdrtunate the man with none 
Yes, we're told to be unselfish and share what we have bt 
what if we have nothing? And those who do share it don 
have an easy time either, for what's left when you'1 
through sharing? Unselfishness is a very rare virtue-
doesn't pay. 
SCENE 9 
h good Saint Martin, as you know, 
d not bear others' woes 
H et a poor man in the snow 
Did hPlf his cloak on him bestow 
So bo~ of them to death they froze 
Who unselfish than this man? 
But ere m t came and day did go 
It all was c r to everyone: 
Unselfishness ad brought him down sp low/ 
How fortunate e man with none" 
That's how it is With us. We're law-abiding folk, we keep 
to ourselves, don't )teal, don't J<ill, don't burn the place 
down. And in this w~ we sink lower and lower and the 
song proves true and theJ;e'sAJ.O soup going. And if we were 
different, if we were thieves and killers, maybe we could 
eat our Rill For virtues bring no reward, only vices. Such 
is the world, need it be so? 
You see here law-al;tiding folk 
Commandments ten we heed 
It hasn't done }f!uch good as yet 
You who niglttly at warm firesides do sit 
0 save us in our sorest need! 
Yes, goodness we have always shown 
But ere/night came and day did go 
It all was clear to everyone: 
'Twas fear of God had brought us down so lowl 
How fortunate the man with none 
VOICE, from above. You there! Come up! There's some soup 
here for you! 
MOTHER COURAGE. Lamp, I couldn't swallow a thing. Was that 
your lasE wora? 
cooK. Yes, Anna. Think it over. 
MOTHER couRAGE. There's nothing to think over. 
cooK. You're going to be silly, but what can I do? I'm not in-
human, it's just that the inn's a small one. And now we must 
go up, or it'll be no soap here too, and we've been singing 
in the cold for nothing. 
"In the interests of brevity this stanza and the preceding 
speech can be cut. 
to make sure 
to close the subject 
to stop her 
to assure her 
to make her feel at ease 
to show him 
to reflect 
, 
BRECHT Mother Couragl 
MOTHER COURA?E.:. I'll get Catherine. 
cooK. Better stick something in your pocket for her. If there 
are three of us, they won't like it. 
Exeunt. 
CATHERINE clambers out of the wagon with a bundle. She 
makes sure they're both gone. Then, on a wagon wheel, she 
lays out a skirt of her mother's and a pair of the cooK's 
pants side by side and easy to see. She has just finished, 
and has picked her bundle up, when MOTHER COURAGE re-
turns. 
MOTHER COURAG~, with a plate of soup. Catherine! Stay where 
you are, Catherine! Where do you think you're going with 
that bundle? 
She examines the bundle. 
She's packed her things. Were you listening? I told him 
there was nothing doing, he can have Utrecht and his lousy 
inn, what would we want with a lousy inn? 
She sees the skirt and pants. 
Oh, you're a stupid girl, Catherine, what if I'd seen that 
and you gone? 
She takes hold of Catherine, who's trying to leave. 
And don't think I've sent him packing on your account. It 
was the wagon. You can't part us, I'm too used to it, :wu 
didn't come into it, it was the wagon. Now we're leaving, 
and we'll put the cook's things here where he'll find 'em, the 
stupid man. 
She clambers up and throws a couple of things down to go 
with the pants. 
There! He's fired! The last man I'll take into this business! 
Now let's you and me be going. Get into harness. This 
winter'll pass--like all the others. 
They harness themselves to the wagon, turn it around, and 
start out. A gust of wind. Enter the cooK, still chewing. He 
sees his things. 
10 
On the highway. MOTHER COURAGE and CATHERINE aj'e 
THE SONG OF THE WISE AND GOOD 
You've heard of wise old Solomon 
You know his history. 
He thought so little of this earth 
He cursed the hour of his birth 
Declaring: all is vanity. 
How very wise was Solomon! 
But ere night came and day did go 
This fact was clear to everyone: 
It was his wisdom that had brought him low. 
(Better for you if you have none.) 
For the virtues are dangerous in this world, you're 
better off without, you have a nice life-- some good hot 
soup included. We're told to be unselfish and share 
what we have, but what if we have nothing? Unselfishness 
is a very rare virtue, it simply doesn't pay. 
Unselfish Martin could not ~e~r 
His fellow creatures' voes. 
He met a beggar in the shovs 
And gave him half his cloak to wear; 
So both of them fell down and froze. 
What an unselfish paragon! 
But ere night came and day did go 
This fact vas clear to everyone: 
It was unselfishness that brought him low. 
(Better for you if you have none.) 
That's how it is, we're good, we don't steal, we don't 
kill, we don't burn the house down, and so, as the 
song says, we sink lower and lower and there isn't a 
plate of soup going. 
God's Ten Commandments '\re have kept 
And acted as we should. 
It has not done us any good. 
0 you who sit beside a. fire 
Please help us nov : our need is dire! 
Strict godliness we've always shown. 
But ere night came and day did go 
This fact was clear to everyone: 
It was our godliness that brought us low. 
(Better for you if you have none.) 
• 
SCENE 11 
It was a red rose that cheered us 
Upon a fair rose tree 
With sweet delight it filled us 
In March the tree we planted 
Then not in vain 'twas tended 
How happy with our garden we! 
It was a red rose that cheered us 
When the north winds are blowing 
And bends the green fir tree 
There's little to be fearing: 
A brave roof we have over us 
Its moss and straw, they cover us 
How happy with our roof are we 
When the north winds are blowing! 
MOTHER COURAGE and CATHERINE have stopped to listen. 
' Then they start out again. 
' 
11 
JANUARY, 1636. CATHOLIC TROOPS THREAT-
EN THE P R 0 T E STANT T 0 W N 0 F HALL E. THE 
STONES BEGIN TO TALK. MOTHER COURAGE 
LOSES HER DAUGHTER AND JOURNEYS ON-
WARDS ALONE. THE WAR IS NOT YET NEAR 
ITS END, 
The wagon, very far gone now, stands near a farmhouse 
with a straw roof. It is night. Out of the wood come a LIEU-
TENANT and THREE SOLDIERS in full armor. 
LIEUTENANT. And there mustn't be a sound. If anyone yells, 
cut him down. 
FIRST SOLDIER. But we'll have to knock-if we want a guide. 
LIEUTENANT. Knocking's a natural noise, it's all right, could be 
a cow hitting the wall of the cowshed. 
The SOLDIERS knock at the farmhouse door. An old peasant 
woman opens. A hand is clapped over her mouth. Two 
soldiers enter. 
MAN'S VOICE. What is it? 
.. 
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The SOLDIERS bring out an old peasant and his son. 
LIEUTENANT, pointing to the wagon On which CATHERINE has 
appeared. 
There's one. 
A soldier pulls her out. 
Is this everybody that lives here? 
PEASANTS, alternating. That's our son. And that's a girl that 
can't talk. Her mother's in town buying up stocks because 
the shopkeepers are running away and selling cheap. 
They're canteen people. 
LIEUTENANT. I'm warning you. Keep quiet. One sound 
and you'll have a sword in your ribs. And I need someone to 
show us the path to the town. 
Points to the YOUNG PEASANT. 
You! Come here! 
YOUNG PEASANT. I don't know any path! 
SECOND SOLDIER, grinning. He don't know any path! 
YOUNG PEASANT. I don't help Catholics. 
LIEUTENANT, to SECOND SOLDIER. Show him your sword. 
YOUNG PEASANT, forced to his knees, a sword at his throat. I'd 
rather die! 
SECOND SOLDIER, again mimicking. He'd rather die! 
FIRST SOLDIER. I know how to change his mind. 
Walks over to the cowshed. 
Two cows and a bull. Listen, you. If you aren't going to be 
reasonable, I'll sabre your cattle. 
WUNG PEASANT. Not the cattle! 
>EASANT WOMAN, weeping. Spare the cattle, captain, or we'll 
starve! 
~IEUTENANT. If he must be pigheaded! 
•IRST SOLDIER. I think I'll start with the bull. 
rouNG PEASANT, to the old one. Do I have to? 
t 
• 
SCENE 11 
PEASANT WOMAN. Thank you, thank you, captain, for sparing 
us, for ever and ever, Amen. 
The old man stops her going on thanking him. 
FIRST SOLDIER. I knew the bull came first all right! 
Led by the YOUNG PEASANT, the LIEUTENANT and the SOL-
DIERS go on their way. 
OLD PEASANT. I wish we knew what it was. Nothing good, I 
guess. 
PEASANT WOMAN. Maybe they're just scouts. What are you do-
ing? 
OLD PEASANT, setting a ladder against the roof and climbing 
up. I'm seeing if they're alone . 
On the roof. 
Things are moving-all over. I can see armour. And a can-
non. There must be more than a regiment. God have mercy 
on the town and all within! 
PEASANT WOMAN. Are there lights in the town? 
OLD PEASANT. No, they're all asleep. 
He climbs down. 
There'll be an attack, and they'll all be slaughtered in their 
beds. 
PEASANT WOMAN. The watchman'll give warning. 
OLD PEASANT. They must have killed the watchman in the 
tower on the hill or he'd have sounded his horn before this. 
PEASANT WOMAN. If there were more of us ... 
OLD PEASANT. But being that we're alone with that cripple ..• 
PEASANT WOMAN. There's nothing we can do, is there? 
OLD PEASANT. Nothing. 
PEASANT WOMAN. We can't get down there. In the dark. 
OLD PEASANT. The whole hillside's swarming with 'em. 
PEASANT WOMAN. We could give a sign? 
OLD PEASANT. And be cut down for it? 
, 
, 
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PEASANT WOMAN. No, there's nothing we can do. 
To CATHERINE. 
Pray, po .r tLing, pray! There's nothing we can do to stop 
this bloodshed, so even if you can't talk, at least pray! He 
hears, if no one else does. I'll help you. 
ALL kneel, CATHERINE behind. 
Our Father, which art in Heaven, hear our prayer, let not 
the town perish with all that lie therein asleep and fearing 
nothing. Wake them, that they rise and go to the walls and 
see the foe that comes with fire and sword in the night down 
the hill and across the fields. God protect our mother and 
make the watchman not sleep but wake ere it's too late. And 
save our son-in-law too, 0 God, he's there with his four 
children, let them not perish, they're innocent, they know 
nothing, one of them's not two years old, the eldest is seven. 
CATHERINE rises, troubled. 
Heavenly Father, hear us, only Thou canst help us or we die, 
for we are weak and have no sword nor nothing; we cannot 
thrust our own strength but only Thine, 0 Lord; we are in 
Thy hands, our cattle, our farm, and the town too, we're all 
in Thy hands, and the foe is nigh unto the walls with all 
his power. 
CATHERINE unperceived, has crept off to the wagon, has 
taken something out of it, put it under her skirt, and has 
climbed uv the ladder to the roof. 
Be mindful of the children in danger, especially the little 
ones, be mindful of the old folk who cannot move, and of 
all Christian souls, 0 Lord. 
OLD PEASANT. And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them 
that trespass against us. Amen. 
Sitting on the roof, CATHERINE takes a drum from under 
her skirt, and starts to beat it. 
PEASANT woMAN. Heavens, what's she doing? 
OLD PEASANT. She's out of her mind! 
PEASANT WOMAN. Bring her down, quick! 
The OLD PEASANT runs to the ladder but CATHERINE pulls 
it up on the roof. __ _ 
SCENE 11 
PEASANT WOMAN. The soldiers'll come! 
OLD PEASANT, looking for stones. I'll stone you! 
PEASANT WOMAN. Have you no pity, don't you have a heart? 
We have relations there too, four grandchildren, but there's 
nothing we can do. If they find us now, it's the end, they'll 
stab us to death! 
CATHERINE is staring into the far distance, toward the town. 
She goes on drumming. 
PEASANT WOMAN, to the PEASANT. I told you not to let that 
riffraff in your farm. What do they care if we lose our cattle? 
LIEUTENANT, running back with soldiers and young peasant. 
I'll cut you all to bits! 
PEASANT WOMAN. We're innocent, sir, there's nothing we can 
do. She did it, a stranger! 
LIEUTENANT. Where's the ladder? 
OLD PEASANT. On the roof. 
LIEUTENANT, calling. Throw down the drum. I order you! 
To PEASANTS. 
You're all in this, but you won't live to tell the tale. 
OLD PEASANT. They've been cutting down fir trees around here. 
If we bring a tall enough trunk we can knock her off the 
roof ..• 
FIRST SOLDIER, to the LIEUTENANT. I beg leave to make a sug-
gestion. 
He whispers something to the LIEUTENANT, who nods. To 
CATHERINE. 
Listen, you! We have an idea-for your own good. Come 
down and go with us to the town. Show us your mother 
and we'll spare her. 
CATHERINE replies with more drumming. 
LIEUTENANT, pushing him away. She doesn't trust you, no 
wonder with your face. 
He calls up to CATHERINE. 
Hey, you! Suppose I give you my word? I'm an officer, my 
word's my bond! 
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CATHERINE again replies with drumming-harder this time. 
Nothing is sacred to her. 
FIRST soLDIER. This can't go on, they'll sure as hell hear it in 
the town. 
LIEUTENANT. We must make another noise with something. 
Louder than that drum. What can we make a noise with? 
FIRST SOLDIER. But we mustn't make a noise! 
LIEUTENANT. A harmless noise, fool ,a peacetime noise! 
OLD PEASANT. I could start chopping wood. 
LIEUTENANT. That's it! 
The PEASANT brings his ax and chops away. 
Chop! Chop harder! Chop for your life! It's not enough. 
T 0 FIRST SOLDIER. 
'\• You chop too! 
OLD PEASANT. I've only one ax. 
LIEUTENANT. We must set fire to the farm. Smoke her out. 
OLD PEASANT. That's no good, Captain, when they see fire from 
the town, they'll know everything. 
CATHERINE is laughing now and drumming harder than ever. 
LIEUTENANT. She's laughing at us, that's too much, I'll have 
her guts if it's the last thing I do. Bring a musket! 
Two soldiers off. 
PEASANT WOMAN. I have it, Captain. That's their wagon over 
there, Captain. If we smash that, she'll stop. It's all they 
have, Captain. 
LIEUTENANT, to the YOUNG PEASANT. Smash it! 
Calling. 
If you don't stop that noise, we'll smash up your wagon! 
The YOUNG PEASANT deals the wagon a couple of feeble 
blows with a board. 
PEASANT WOMAN to CATHERINE. Stop, you little beast! 
CATHERINE stares at the wagon and pauses. Noises of dis-
tress come out of her. She eoes on drflm"'J..rl 
se to believe 
ea.d 
SCENE 12 311 
LIEUTENANT. Where are those sonsofbitches with that gun? 
FIRST SOLDIER. They can't have heard anything in the town or 
we'd hear their cannon. 
LIEUTENANT, calling. They don't hear you. And now we're 
going to shoot you. I'll give you one more chance: throw 
down that drum! 
YOUNG PEASANT, dropping the board, screaming to CATIIERINE. 
Don't stop now! Go on, go on, go on ... 
The SOLDIER knocks him down and stabs him. CATIIERINE 
starts crying but goes on drumming. 
PEASANT WOMAN. Not in the back, you're killing him! 
The SOLDIERS arrive with the gun. 
LIEUTENANT. Set it up! 
Calling while the gun is set up on forks. 
Once for all: stop that drumming! 
Still crying, CATHERINE is drumming as hard as she can. 
Fire! 
The SOLDIERS fire. CATHERINE is hit. She gives the drum 
another feeble beat or two, then collapses. 
LIEUTENANT. That's an end to th..; noise. 
But the last beats of the drum are lost in the din of cannon 
from the town. Mingled with the thunder of cannon, alarm-
bells are heard in the distance. 
FmST SOLDIER. She made it. 
12 
Toward morning. The drums and pipes of troops on the 
march, receding. In front of the wagon MOTHER couRAGE 
sits by CATHERINE's body. The peasants of the last scene 
are standing near. 
PEASANTS, one sentence apiece. You must leave. There's only 
one regiment to go. You can never get away by yourself. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Maybe she's asleep. 
~sings. 
a 
to ease her sleep 
to shut off everyone 
to remember who she is 
to thank them 
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b.tllaby baby 
\Vhqt's that in the hay? 
The ~ighbor's child's crying 
But ~~ he is gay! 
N eighbo~ child's in tatters 
But silk is ur due 
From the ro of an angel 
Made over for u 
Not a crust has t 
You have a cake 
If it's too stale for y~ 
Pray, do but speak! 
Lullaby baby 
What's rustling there? 
Neighbor's child's in Poland 
Mi;;ts who knows where 
/ 
Mother Courage 
You shouldn't have told her about the children. 
PEASANTS. If you hadn't gone off to the town to get your cut, 
maybe it wouldn't have happened. 
MOTHER COURAGE. J'm glad she can sleep. 
~~ 
PEASANTS, one sentence apiece. She's not asleep, it's time you 
realized. She's through. You must get away. There are 
wolves in these parts. And the bandits are worse. 
MOTHER COURAGE, standing up. That's right. 
PEASANTS. Have you no one now? 
MOTHER COURAGE. Yes. My son Eili£. 
PEASANTS. Find him then. Leave her to us. We'll give her a 
proper burial. You needn't worry. 
MOTHER COURAGE. Here's a little money for the expenses. 
Harnessing herself to the wagon. 
I hope I can pull the wagon by myself. Yes, I'll manage, 
there's not much in it now. 
Another regiment passes with pipe and drum. 
to straighten up to go OllMOTHER couRAGE. Hey! Take me with you!! 
~e starts pulling the wagon. A chorus is heard. 
LULLABY 
Lullay, Lullay, what's that in the hay? 
The neighbor's kids cry, but mine are gay. 
The neighbor ' s kids are dressed in dirt. 
Your silk's were cut from an angel's skirt. 
They are all starving; you have a cake; 
If it's too stale you need but speak. 
Lullay, Lullay, what's rustling there? 
One lad fell in Poland, the other is ---where? 
THE SONG OF MOTHER COUR!GE 
Dangers, surprises, devastations--
The war takes hold and will not quit. 
But though it last three generations 
We shall get nothing out of it. 
Starvation, filth, and cold enslave us. 
The army robs us of our pay. 
Only a miracle can save us 
And miracles have had their day. 
Christians Awake! The winter's gone! 
The snovs depart, the dead sleep om. 
And though you may not long survive 
Get out of bed and look alive! 
SCENE 12 
The stage is completely bare as before, and this time Mother 
Courage is quite alone. The wagon, though empty, is some-
times too much for her and sways dangerously. Slowly toil-
ing round the periphery of the stage, Courage seems lost in 
space. She does not sing. The turntable does not turn. 
all its luck, with all its danger 
r moves slowly 'cross the plains 
Whethe · 's thirty years or longer 
The comma oldier nothing gains 
His food is filt , is coat he plunders 
The regiment stea '!flf his pay 
But there is always tirM. for wonders: 
The holy war won't end t/Jday 
The spring is here, get qut of bed 
The snow melts fast, greew. buds arrive 
You'll sleep forever when you're dead 
But if you're not, then look aliv'8l 
COSTUME PLOT 
Costume Plot for Mother Courage in the Boston University 
Graduate Thesis Production of .MOTHER COURA.GE directed 
Er William Thrasher: 
Scene I 
Grey skirt, black sweater, wimple, leather vest ,ri th a 
spoon in its upper right pocket~ black leather boots. 
Scene 2 
Discards leather vest. 
Scene 3 
Add jacket and wimple. 
Scene 4 
Black sweater with vest and white apron. 
Scene 5 
Black sweater only. 
Scenes 6 through 8 
Black sweater only. 
Scenes 9 through 12 
Change to rags, very shabby vest, worn out boots, worn 
out wool gloves. 
M A K E u p 
The Director did not want an extreme realistic 
make-up. It was intended to give a general impression 
of the part, its age and character. 
I used grey hair and very heavy lines on the 
face. It was a sort of a stylized make-up and seemed 
to fit the overall producti on very well. 
I 
I 
.----
I 
p R 0 p- L I s T 
Scene 1 Scene 2 Scene 3 
cigarettes capon regiment flag 
tin box beef brandy 
papers celery, pipe 
old map carrots purse with money 
bible food 
document basket 
knife meat 
black crayon 
belt 
coins 
bottle of brandy 
Scene 4 Scene 5 Scene 6 
pipe bottle glasses 
glasses glasses pencil 
liquor money paper 
shirts shirts kerchief 
Scene 7 Scene 8 Scene 12 
flash hair pins purse with money 
bundle 
schnapps glasses 
r 
...--- .------
M u s I c 
!rosie for MOTHER COURAGE was composed by 
William Thrasher and played by him during the 
perfo rmences. 
A small electronic organ was used for 
the production. 
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Faculty Committee 
Division of Theatre Arts 
School of Fine and Applied Arts 
Boston University 
Boston, !mssachusetts 
Gentlemen : 
In fulfillment of the performance portion of the 
requirements for the Degree of Master of Fine Arts, 
I would like to use the role of Pagan Crone which 
I am currently playing in the Boston University 
Theatre Division .Major Production of Federico 
Garcia Lorca's Y~~ directed by Mr. Peter Kass. 
Respectfully, 
" Goksel Kortay 
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PREFACE 
The Spanish theatre has been the medium 
for the expression of memories, passions, and 
aspirations of the Spanish people. Its style makes 
it accessable to all classes, and gives it a large 
variety of subjects. National traditions, duels 
and murders, daily incidents of Spanish life,jealous 
husbands, fresh country girls, all were turned into 
dramatic story. 
The vitality and variety and tradition 
of the Spanish people are reflected in th~ very 
same manner in their theatre. Such was the rich 
legacy and background of the prominent poet-play-
wright Federico Garcia Lorca, of which he certainly 
made ample use in his plays and poetry. 
I 
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E S S A Y 
Analysis of role : 
Undoubtedley, Pagan Crone is one of t he 
most richly and passionately drawn characters in all 
of Garcia Federico Lorca plays. She is almost the only 
three dimensional Lorca character with such depth a lthough 
she appears only twice during the entire length of the 
play. 
She is drawn with warmth, understanding and 
sympathy, therefore she is at once warm, and sympathetic 
to thewdience, and of course loveable. Her charm comes 
from her love of life, love of the pleasures of life. 
She has that simplicity and a conniving wit·· which is 
almost peculiar to peasants. Pagan Crone is a woman 
full of zest for life. In the first scene with Yerma, 
she is enjoying every minute of the conversation. 
"I've been to melon cuttings ••• ", "Who can say that this 
llody ·w·e've got isn't beautiful ••• ", all these show 
that she has had quite a time in her day and what is 
more she is boasting of it. She may be old in years but 
she is young at heart.She feels younger than Yerma, 
she almost wishes that she would be as young as Yerma 
to live it up again. She believes that world runs 
around pleasure. One lives only once in this world, so 
one might as well make the best of it. It is too bad 
that we have to die one day, but why not enjoy it while 
we are here. 
Pagan Crone would always carry herself erect, 
with her head up. She would not bend, or limp because 
of old age. She is rough, and coarse and very open. 
I 
She is very good natured, laughs a lot, and talks a 
good deal. Even at this age she is out to have fun. 
The spine of the role is to get the best out 
of every situation in life. Her immediate action is to 
make her situation clear to Yerma. The over-all action 
is to convince Yerma to come and live with her son, 
leaving her husband, in order to conceive a child. 
One very interesting physical characterisation 
I thought up for her 11as to spit whenever she was 
angry, or displeased, which blended into the chara cter 
and gave it an interesting charm. 
One thing that is v''\ry controversial is the 
\ 
change in Crone's character i~\ the Third Act. How is it 
\ 
that she changes from the loveable, warm, outgoing 
character she is to a mean, bargaining, old witch is 
still a puzzle. The urge to win Yerma over for her son 
must be so strong that she changes character overtly 
in the process of persuading her. 
Pagan Crone is the comic relief of the play. 
When she comes on the stage lights up, the audience 
loves her; she has a hearty laugh that can persuade the 
audience to join her. She is a real human being, full 
of humor, joy, and full of fun. The audience, because 
of the loving way she is presented and drawn by the 
dramatist, 1dll always remember and appreciate and 
love her in YERMA. 
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RESEARCH ON THE PLAY AND THE PLA11VRIGHT 
The Spanish theatre of the 1930's underwent a 
neo-romantic revival when a young poet single-handedly 
introduced myths, new techniques, and a new language 
which was highly evocative, symbolic, poetical and 
surrealistic. This young poet was no other than already 
famous Garcia Lorea, ''"hom many critics had accepted 
among Spain's three greatest poets. He had published 
Libro de poemas (1921), Canciones (1927), Romancero 
Gitano (1928), and Poemas del canto Jondo (1931) • 
1. The Playwright 
Mainly through the efforts of the celebrated poet 
Garcia Lorca, who belonged almost equally to native 
traditional and cosmopolitan avant-garde art, Spain was 
able to make ' a special contribution in the field of dramatic 
art, in which modernism has usually proved least effective. 
By this I mean, poetic drama- and its important division, 
high tragedy- which it may be possible to write with the 
common man as a protagonist but which it is definitely 
imposaible to write without poetry. Lorca had the 
brilliancy to supply the poetry that transfigures common 
people and situation and makes them uncommon enough for 
tragedy. To this rare talent, Spain itself makes a 
contribution as well by giving the poet a medium of life 
that still possessed the dignity of a people living close 
to the soil and drawing spritual nourishment from it. 
How right Synge's prophetical words are, speaking about 
Lorca's future .work as well as his own plays in the 
preface to The Playboy of the Western World, " In countries 
where the imagination of the people, and the language they 
use is rich and living, it is possible for a writer to be 
rich and living in his words, and at the same time to give 
the reality which is the root of poetry, in a comprehensive 
and natural form 11 • 
Spanish theatre itself, with its long-lasting 
traditionalism helped Lorca's dramatic art and added to it 
a characteristic buoyancy and vivid formalism. Lorca's 
work came to examplfy a living, folk-rooted theatricalism 
in Europe. At this point it would be curious to note that 
Spain is almost the only country whose drama essentially 
at its best when it follows the tradition of its Golden Age. 
Born in Fuentavaqueros (near Granada) of a well-
to do family, Lorca studied at home and in local schools 
and later at the Institute and University of Granada. He 
studied the arts and the law in Granada and Madrid, but he 
was more interested in his journeys across Spain studying 
the folk arts and collecting, by ear, the folk music of 
the various areas. He was deeply interested in all 
popular arts and was extremely gifted in music and writing 
and drawing. He was especially stimulated by an old 
friend of his family, Manuel de Falla. His mother who was 
an accomplished pianist also helped him. In 1922 Lorca 
helped A~nuel de Falla organize the Fiesta del Cante Jondo 
which drew attention to Spain's rich heritage of folk music 
and folk poetry. After a brief stay in the United States 
which is reflected surrealis t ica lly in his Poeta en Nueva 
York (1940) , he returned to Spain. In a little 'lrhile 
the young Lorca who had been inventing and producing his 
own plays at home, when he was attending elementary school, 
was now given his finest opportunity when in 1931 the 
Republican Government sponsored his traveling company, 
'lrhi ch came to be kno'vn as "La Barraca" which went in 
trucks from town to town presenting classical and mode rn 
plays. Thereafter he devoted all his time to pl aywriting 
and canalised all his energies toward the theatre, the 
crowning fruit of which was his masterpiece Bodas de Sangre 
(Blood Wedding) written in 1933. Then came Yerma (1934), 
La Casa de Bernard& Alba (1934) and a dozen other dynamic 
plays. 
Garcia Lorca showed his love for the theatre 
first as a child, when he bought a miniature theatre for 
himself by breaking open a savings bank. No plays came with 
this theatre, so they had to be made up . This apparently 
must have been his early attempts at drama. Federico as a 
child was attracted by games of theatrical natu~e as well 
as the real theatre itself. He liked to play at theatre 
and at marionettes, to dress up the maids and make them go out 
into the street - grotesquely dressed sometimes, or dressed 
as ladies - wearing his mother's or his aunt's street 
clothes. His nurse Dolores later on provided the mat erial 
and model for the servants in the Blood Wedding, ~ 
Rosita and The Spinster. 
Even in his early childhood days, make-believe, 
disguises and masks charmed Federico. Even then he had 
begun to transform the world of fiction into a living reality 
and to identify all of reality with a fantastic dream. 
Later he was to see life as a sort of dramatic game, a 
great world stage that though "it did not l a ck a religious 
background, included a vaster world of mysteries and 
1 
passions". 
For Eederico the most important thing was life, 
r 
with all its passions, confusions and drama. For Federico 
art was a consequence of his life. His theatre springs from 
the same source as his lyric poet~ and both are carriers 
of the anonymous and collective voice which is his 
country's - one which basically is a permanent voice even 
though it may change in tone with the changing times. Although 
modern in tune and keeping in step vith the manner of his 
period, he has a traditional volume which is alive and not 
studied which happens to be the fact to distinguish him 
from the others. It is said that Garcia Lorca better than 
any other writer of his time represents the Spanish in his 
poet~ aud drama, which cannot easily be separated from 
each other; both are sustained by a ce~tain feeling which 
is part of the epic, part of the nationally representative. 
In every one of his works there is the profound voices of 
the earth. It is this popular basis that gives a £ragrance 
to his lyric poetry and that will in the long run make his 
theatre endure. His accent is modern, for he was a modern 
man, but he derived from the traditional richness of his 
country. Though not by any means the greatest Spanish poet 
of his time, Lorca is the most intensely and nationally 
Spanish. This however, he does not express in patriotism. 
He is also one of the most narrowly regional of Spanish 
poets, but at the same time, paradoxically enough he is the 
most popular and universal in his appeal both inside and 
outside of Spain. His appeal is at its best when he is 
writing at home about his native Andalusia. "Andalusia is 
Lorca's querencia". The querencia is the exact spot which 
every bull chooses to return to, between his. charges in 
the arena. It is his invisible fortress or camp. The nearer 
the bull is to his querencia or stamping-station, the 
more formidable he is, the more full of confidence, and 
1 
the more difficult to l ur€ . abroad in t he territory of 
the bullfighters, f or their terri tory is ·w-he rever the 
2 
bull is most vulnerable, and least sure of hims elf "• 
During Lorca's stay abroad or in Madrid, he 
always returned for poetical strength to his native 
province, even when he could not return to it in person, 
he returned to it in imagination, mamory and dreams. This 
never failed him as a sort of strength and inspiration. 
A poet can only get into the enemy territory of poor 
writing by writing poorly about things that he cannot 
feel instinctively. That is what happens to Lorca when 
he leaves Andalusia in his lines. The cities of Granada, 
Cordoba, and Sevilla alvays appear in Lorca's work. After 
Granada, the ancient Cordoba comes second in his heart. He 
11 is attracted by something shadowy , nostalgic, and 
melancholy in t r ese towns". 
Thus that Lorca is one of the most narrowly 
regional poets of modern times should also be one of the 
most universally appreciated among his contemporaries, is 
a delightful paradox. It is precisely due to the fact that 
Lorca drew from the local colorful scene of his native 
country and soil and reflected the real voice of the 
Andalusian landscape, its village and tolm life, its 
bull-ring, its cattle-pastures, its gypsies, and its 
church that he absorbed during his early ages through hi 
eyes and ears, that we are drawn to his work. We must 
also keep in mind how much of the vocal element is 
emphasized over the printed letter in Spanish 1ife, and 
Lorca's poems were known long before they were yet printed. 
Throughout Spain, especially in Andalusia there has 
always been and is a popular tradition in verse, music 
l 
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and dance. Also Spain is the last country where conversation 
remains a popular art, and where the uneducated peasants 
are as a ~le so very highly cultured that high society 
and the so-called intellectuals imitate their expressions 
and accents, out of sheer snobbism. Conversation, 
oratory and even sermons are all on a far higher level than 
in other countries where the printed word has entirely 
overcome the spoken word as a medium for expressing 
ideas. 
At first some of the great poetical plays 
of Lorca may seem far-fetched in that his characters prefer 
broken pockets, broken bank balances, and even broken 
hearts to broken spirits. But those characters are true 
to life in Spain. There are no substitutes for. honor, 
morality, and loyalty, either in thems~lves, or as the 
substance of poetry and drama. There still is a. living 
popular tradition of verse, music and dance; so that the 
cattlemen, and ploughmen can utilise music and verse of 
a. very high quality as they work through their fields. 
A very big portion of the ordinary population can play 
the guitar. This popular tradition as is stated earlier, is 
one of the main influences in Lorca's work. Thus Lorca had 
the gift of combining the most cultivated artifice of 
baroque poetry with the ingenious art of the people. 
Federico Garcia Lorca's long-lived success 
lies in the fact that he can fuse deeply popular and 
highly sophisticated elements into a lovely poetic unity 
which appeals to illiterates as well as highly cultured 
audiences. Lorca is endowed with an extra ordinary gift 
for melody and a startlingly vivid imagination. It is 
a small wonder, therefore, that his plays and poems are 
I 
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so widely translated into many languages. 
He is preoccupied over the eternal theme of 
love and death and uses brilliant metaphors, and 
symbo l s of unusual intensity and originality to convey 
his ideas. Lorca's plays seemed to offer the best 
possibility of a renovation of Spanish Theatre, but his 
style has not been followed . His farsas, such as La 
Zapatera Prodigiosa or El Amor de Don Perlimplin con 
Belisa en su jardin combine lightness, caricature, 
even the grotesque. His comedies and tragedies have one 
common ground from where they all stem: his poetic 
delicacy. Bodas de Sangre (Blood Wedding), Yerma, and 
La Casa de Bernarda Alba (The House of Bernarda Alba) 
have deep intensity, 'ri th characters simplified though 
poetically symbolized with most artistically used 
popular elements. 
Lorca's brilliant career vas cut off when, 
though he had no interest in politics, he was shot by 
Francoists in his native province of Granada at the 
outbreak of the Civil War. 
, 
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The Play : 
One of the most obvious characteristics of 
Federico's theatre, is the author 's attitude, which is 
the attitude of an author who likes to live, to suffer 
and enjoy life's course as an inevitable universal drama.. 
It seems that Federico was not alive except in his moments 
of laughter and tears, in his extreme moments of joy and 
sorrow. Other times are intermissions, 
Laughter and tears, tears above all, run through 
all his poetry. And laughter and tears are the two pol es 
of his theatre. YERMA gives us a. good e~ample of the 
intermingling of the two poles. One minute he makes the 
audience cry, and the next minute introduce a. comic relief 
and makes them laugh. Life is like that too. Full of laughs 
and tears, coming one after another ••• In YERMA the 
personification of tears is Yerma herself, and her counter-
part in laughter is Pagan Crone. She symbolizes joy, and 
pleasure, and laughter. They are the two poles of this 
play. He introduces Crone as comic relief, and strangely 
enough it works. 
~~ is one of the most poetic of all his plays. 
It is full of beautiful imagery and l y ricism. It is the 
least dramatic, certainly. Most of the characters are 
drawn with broad strokes, and are not three d imensional. 
Pagan Crone is the only one who is created with a loving 
pen, in depth and 1V"i th warmth. 
YERMA is a play which has the smallest amount 
of elements directly inspired by reality. In this play 
J 
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Lorca turned to a theme 1rhich is present in all his 
lyric and dramatic work - that of a frustrated instinct 
for motherhood.This theme he embodied in the character 
that is the most symbolic in all his theatre, perhaps the 
most dramatic, and perhaps the most j>oeti~. 
The play centers around the viol ence with 
which the main character Yerma lives her personal 
conflict. It is often argued that Yerma's obsession is 
not entirely justified psychologically, since it could 
have easily be solved. And in effect, there would be no 
drama, by making Yerma cease to be Yerma, that is to say 
by making her stop to feel her maternal instinct tragically. 
Or finding an easy solution, that of changing men, her 
conflict would have been solved. It would not be worth 
t o falsify Yerma's character by making her violate her 
sense of duty to her husband. This solution is offered 
in the play to her by Pagan Crone but is rejected because 
of the high sense of duty, and honesty that is existent 
in her. That is why she becomes an all the more tragic 
character. 
The instrument which brings death to a child 
which never existed except in her wildest dreams is Yerma 
herself.It is the right thing for Yerma to kill by her 
own hands and not with a knife. In the final dance scene 
a symbolic death of Yerma is mourned. It is Yerma who 
dies just as she was in agony before. 
Even the title of the play is carefully chosen, 
YERMA, meaning barren in Spanish, 1rhich is a word that is 
thrown at her later on as an insult in the play.It is 
an invented name, and very symbolic. 
I 
It is reported that upon seeing ~dress 
rehearsal of the play, the noted Spanish writer Unamuno 
said, "This is the play I wish I had written." 
We accept his play because of their sheer 
artist~, and the realization that his compassion is, 
after all one of the main motiv~s for burning both 
himself and us with such anguish. 
He can easily be compared to one of the great 
poets in the English language in modern times. And that 
is Dylan Thomas. They are bo~h conscious of the sound of 
words; they extract the maximum of meaning from words 
through their sound. They are both.musicians. Thomas is 
a dealer in thunder and lightning. Lorca deals rather 
in the sound of leaves, and rivers, and the iridescences 
of lights and waters.They both derive from countries 
where there is a ve~ strong musical and vocal tradition, 
and where singing is a natural function of people. 
YE!e~ is a play of Spanish peasant life. 
Garcia Lorca offers us some beautiful songs in this play. 
Notably Yerma's song to her imagina~ child, the chorus 
of the washerwomen at the river bank, and the parts 
recited by the male and female figures at the rural 
masque towards the end of the play. But all of these 
would suffer outside of the general context of the play. 
YERMA is a poetic, and emotional play rather 
than being a dramatic one. Its bes t assets are its 
beautiful use of language, its imagery, and at times 
beautiful emotional crisis. It is not a profound play. 
It is precisely because Lorca has roots 
in his native land that he can teach us what we need, 
in s.pi te of having no message, and can stimulate our 
interest for years to come. 
Chronological Sketch of Federico Garcia Lorca's Life 
1898 - June 5. Federico Garcia Lorca born at Fuentevaqueros, 
near Granada. 
1915- First poems written down. 
1918 - Published his first book, Impressiones y Paissajes 
1920 Production of his first play, El Maleficio de la 
Mariposa (Yerse} in Madrid. 
1921 . - Libro de Poemas. 
1923 - Law degree, University of Granada. 
1927 :Mariana Pineda produced with success in Madrid.; 
Garcia Lorca 1 s drawings attract attention in 
Barcelona gallery. 
1928 - Romancero Gitano. 
1929-30-In the United States and Cuba. 
1930 - On his return, The Shoemaker's Prodigious Wife 
a success in Madrid. 
1931 Cante Jondo. 
1933- Director of the travelling university-theatre, 
La Barra.ca; Blood Wedding, and Don Perlimplin 
performed in Madrid; to Argentina to lecture; 
directed his 01m plays and the classics in Buenos 
Aires. 
1934 - Yerma produced in Madrid. 
1935 - The puppet play, Retablillo de Don Cristobel, 
produced in A~drid; Llanta por Ignacio Sanchez 
.h ejiaz published; Bitter Oleander (Blood Wedding) 
performed in New York; Dona Rosita first 
performed in Barcelona. 
.-------
,---
1936 - July. During the time when the Falangists were 
· occupying Granada, Federico Garcia Lorca was 
killed and his body thro~m into an unmarked 
grave. 
_] 
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LORCA'S PUBLISHED WORK 
Impresiones y Paisajes, Ventura, Granada, 1918. 
(Prose). 
Libro de Poemas, Imprenta 1 aroto, Madrid, 1921. 
Canciones, 2nd. ed., Reviata de Occidente, A~drid, 
1929. 
Primer Romancero Gitamo, Revista de Occidente, Madrid, 
1928. 
Poema del Cante Jondo, C.I.A.P., Madr id, 1931. 
Oda A Walt Whitman, Alcancia, Mexico, privately 
printed, 1933. 
Llanto por Ignacio Sanchez Mejias, Cruz y Raja, Madrid, 
1935. 
Obras Completas, Editorial Losada, Buenos Aires, 
1938 (new edition 1946). 
Plays 
Mariana Pineda, La Fa rsa, Madrid, 1928 . 
Yerma , 1934 
Bodas de Sangre, Cruz y Raya, Madrid, 1936. 
La Casa de Bernarda Alba, Editorial Losada, Buenos 
.Aires, 1945. 
I 
--
BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Adams, N. B. and Keller, John E. Spanish Literature. 
Little Field Adams Co ., New Jersey, 1960. 
Capbell, Roy. Lorca. Yale University Press, New Haven 
1959. 
Cole, Toby. Ed. P1ayrights on Playwriting.Hill and Wang, 
New York, 1960. 
Flores, Angel. An Anthology of Spanish Poet~. 
Doubleday and Co., New York 1961. 
Gassner, John. The Theatre in Our Times. Crown 
Publishers, Inc., New York, 1960. 
Gassner, John. Ed. spanish Drama. Bantam Books. New 
York 1962. 
Lorca, Garcia Federico. Selected Poems of Garcia Lorca 
Federico. New Directions, New York, 1961. 
Lorca, Garcia Federico. The Three Tragedies. New 
Directions, New Directions, New York, 
1955. 
Lorca, Federico Garcia. Poet in New York. Grove Press, 
New York, 1955. 
~-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
...... 
, 
r 
YERMA 
A TRAGIC POEM IN THREE 
ACTS AND SIX SCENES 
(1934) 
, 
CHARACTERS 
YERMA 
MARIA 
JUAN 
VICTOR 
PAGAN CRONE 
DOLORES 
FIRST LAUNDRESS 
SECOND LAUNDRESS 
TIDRD LAUNDRESS 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS 
SIXTH LAUNDRESS 
FIRST YOUNG GIRL 
SECOND YOUNG GIRL 
THE FEMALE MASK 
THE MALE MASK 
FIRST SISTER-IN-LAW 
SECOND SISTER-IN-LAW 
FIRST WOMAN 
SECOND WOMAN 
THE CIDLD 
FIRST MAN 
SECOND MAN 
Role - Pagan Crone. 
The spine of the role - to get the best 
out of every situation in life. 
Over-a l l action - to convince Yerma to leave 
her husband to come and live with 
her son in order to conceive a child. 
ACT ONE Scene 1 
ACT ONE 
SCENE 1 
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When the curtain rises Y erma is asleep with an em-
broidery frame at her feet. The stage is in the strange 
light of a dream. A Shepherd enters on tiptoe looking 
fixedly at Yerma . He leads by the hand a Child dressed 
in white. The clock sounds. When the Shepherd leaves, 
the light changes into the happy brightness of a spring 
morning. Yerma awakes. 
VOICE, within, singing. 
For the nursey, nursey, nursey, 
For the little nurse we'll make 
A tiny hut out in the fields 
And there we'll shelter take. 
YERMA. Juan, do you hear me? Juan! 
JUAN. Coming. 
YERMA. It's time now. 
JUAN. Did the oxen go by? 
YERMA. They've already gone. 
JUAN. See you later. 
He starts to leave. 
YERMA. Won't you have a glass of milk? 
JUAN. What for? 
YERMA. You work a lot and your body's not strong 
enough for it. 
JUAN. When men grow thin they get strong as steel. 
YERMA. But not you. You were different when we were 
first married. Now you've got a face as white as though 
~'le sun had never shone on it. I'd like to see you go to the 
river and swim or climb up on the roof when the rain beats 
,. 
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down on our house. Twenty-four months we've been m. 
ried and you only get sadder, thinner, as if you were gro 
ing backwards. 
JUAN. Are you finished? 
YERMA, rising. Don't take it wrong. If I were sick I'd li 
you to take care of me. "My wife's sick. I'm going 
butcher this lamb and cook her a good meat dish." "~ 
wife's sick. I'm going to save this chicken-fat to relieve I 
chest; I'm going to take her this sheepskin to protect l 
feet from the snow." That's the way I am. That's wh) 
take care of you. 
JUAN. I'm grateful. 
YERMA - But you don't let me take care of you. 
JUAN. Because there's nothing wrong with me. All th 
things are just your imagination. I work hard. Each y 
I'll get older. 
YERMA. Each year. You and I will just go on here e: 
year ... 
JUAN, smiling. Why, of course. And very peacefully. ( 
work goes well, we've no children to worry about. 
YERMA. We've no children .... Juan! 
JUAN. What is it? 
YERMA. I love you, don't I? 
JUAN. Yes, you love me. 
YERMA. I know girls who trembled and cried befon 
ting into bed with their husbands. Did I cry the first L 
I went to bed with you? Didn't I sing as I turned J 
the fine linen bed-clothes? And didn't I tell you, "T[ 
bed-clothes smell of apples!" 
JUAN. That's what you said! 
YERMA. My mother cried because I wasn't sorry to le 
her. And that's true! No one ever got married with rr 
happiness. And yet ... 
JUAN. Hush! I have a hard enough job hearing all 
time that I'm ... 
YERMA. No. Don't tell me what they say. I can see ' 
my own eyes that that isn't so. The ritin just by the f1 
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of its falling on the stones softens them and makes weeds 
grow-weeds which people say aren't good for anything. 
"Weeds aren't good for anything," yet I see them plainly 
enough-moving their yellow flowers in the wind. 
JUAN. We've got to wait! 
YERMA. Yes; loving each other. 
Y erma embraces and kisses her husband. She takes the 
initiative. 
JUAN. If you need anything, tell me, and I'll bring it to 
you. You know well enough I don't like you to be going 
out. 
YERMA. I never go out. 
JUAN. You're better off here. 
YERMA. Yes. 
JUAN. The street's for people with nothing to do. 
YERMA, darkly. Of course. 
The husband leaves. Yerma walks toward her sewing. 
She passes her hand over her belly, lifts her arms in a 
beautiful sigh, and sits down to sew. 
YERMA. 
From where do you come, my love, my baby? 
"From the mountains of icy cold." 
What do you lack, sweet love, my baby? 
"The woven warmth in your dress." 
She threads the needle. 
Let the branches tremble in the sun 
and the fountains leap all around! 
As if she spoke to a child. 
In the courtyard the dog barks, 
In the trees the wind sings. 
The oxen low for the ox-herd, 
and the moon curls up my hair. 
What want you, boy, from so far away? 
Pause. 
"The mountains white upon your chest." 
Let t.1e branches tremble in the sun 
and the fountains leap all around! 
, 
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Sewing. 
I shall say to you, child, yes, 
for you I'll torn and broken be. 
How painful is this belly now, 
where first you shall be cradled! 
When, boy, when will you come to me? 
Pause. 
"When sweet your flesh of jasmine smells." 
Let the branches tremble in the sun 
and the fountains leap all around! 
Yernu 
Yerma continues singing. Marfa enters through the doo 
carrying a bundle of clothes. 
YERMA. Where are you coming from? 
MARIA. From the store. 
YERMA. From the store so early? 
MARIA. For what I wanted, I'd have waited at the doc 
till they opened. Can't you guess what I bought? 
YERMA. You probably bought some coffee for breakfas 
sugar, bread. 
MARIA. No. I bought laces, three lengths of linen, ribbon 
and colored wool to make tassels. My husband had tr 
money and he gave it to me without my even asking for i 
YERMA. You're going to make a blouse? 
MARIA. No, it's because ... Can't you guess? 
YERMA. What? 
MARIA. Because ... well ... it's here now! 
She lowers her head. Yerma rises and looks at her 
admiration. 
YERMA. In just five months! 
MARIA. Yes. 
YERMA. You can tell it's there? 
MARIA. Naturally. 
YERMA, with curiosity. But, how does it make you fet 
MARIA. I don't know. Sad; upset. 
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YERMA. Sad? Upset? 
Holding her. 
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But ... when did he come? Tell me about it. You weren't 
expecting him. 
MARIA. No, I wasn't expecting him. 
YERMA. Why, you might have been singing; yes? I sing. 
You ... tell me ... 
MARIA. Don't ask me about it. Have you ever held a 
live bird pressed in your hand? 
YERMA. Yes. 
MARIA. Well-the same way-but more in your blood. 
YERMA. How beautiful! 
She looks at her, beside herself. 
MARIA. I'm confused. I don't know anything. 
YERMA. About what? 
MARIA. About what I must do. I'll ask my mother. 
YERMA. What for? She's old now and she'll have for-
gotten about these things. Don't walk very much, and when 
you breathe, breathe as softly as if you had a rose between 
your teeth. 
MARIA. You know, they say that later he kicks you gently 
with his little legs. 
YERMA. And that's when you love him best, when you 
can really say: "My child!" 
MARIA. In the midst of all this, I feel ashamed. 
YERMA. What has your husband said about it? 
MARIA. Nothing. 
YERMA. Does he love you a lot? 
MARIA. He doesn't tell me so, but when he's close to me 
his eyes tremble like two green leaves. 
YERMA. Did he know that you were ... ? 
MARIA. Yes. 
YERMA. But, how did he know it? 
MARIA. I don't know. But on 011r wedding night he kept 
' 
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telling me about it with his mouth pressed against 
cheek; so that now it seems to me my child is a dove 
fire he made slip in through my ear. 
YERMA. Oh, how lucky you are! 
MARIA. But you know more about these things than I 
YERMA. And what good does it do me? 
MARIA. That's true! Why should it be like that? Out 
all the brides of your time you're the only one who . . . 
YERMA. That's the way it is. Of course, there's still tir 
Helena was three years, and long ago some in my mothc 
time were much longer, but two years and twenty da) 
like me-is too long to wait. I don't think it's right for 
to burn myself out here. Many nights I go out barefoo 
to the patio to walk on the ground. I don't know wh 
do it. If I keep on like this, I'll end by turning bad. 
MARIA. But look here, you infant, you're talking as if ; 
were an old woman. You listen to me, now! No one ' 
complain about these things. A sister of my mother's I 
one after fourteen years, and you should have seen wh~ 
beautiful child that was! 
YERMA, eagerly. What was he like? 
MARIA. He used to bellow like a little bull, as loud ~ 
thousand locusts all buzzing at once, and wet us, and 1 
our braids; and when he was four months old he scratc' 
our faces all over. 
YERMA, laughing. But those things don't hurt. 
MARIA. Let me tell you-
YERMA. Bah! I've seen my sister nurse her child with 
breasts full of scratches. It gave her great pain, but it · 
a fresh pain-good, and necessary for health. 
MARIA. They say one suffers a lot with children. 
YERMA. That's a lie. That's what weak, complair 
mothers say. What do they have them for? Having a c: 
is no bouquet of roses. We must suffer to see them grm 
sometimes think half our blood must go. But that's g< 
he[tlthy, beautiful. Every woman has blood for four or 
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children, and when she doesn't have them it turns to poison 
... as it will in me. 
MARIA. I don't know what's the matter with me. 
YERMA. I've always heard it said that you're frightened 
the first time. 
MARIA, timidly. We'll see. You know, you sew so well 
that ... 
YERMA, taking the bundle. Give it here. I'll cut you two 
little dresses. And this ... ? 
MARIA. For diapers. 
YERMA, she sits down. All right. 
MARIA. Well ... See you later. 
As she comes near, Y erma lovingly presses her hands 
against her belly. 
YERMA. Don't run on the cobblestones. 
MARIA. Good-bye. 
She kisses her and leaves. 
YERMA. Come back soon. 
Yerma is in the same attitude as at the beginning of the 
scene. She takes her scissors and starts to cut. Victor 
enters. 
Hello, Victor. 
VICTOR, he is deep looking and has a firm gravity about 
him. Where's Juan? 
YERMA. Out in the fields. 
VICTOR. What's that you're sewing? 
YERMA. I'm cutting some diapers. 
VICTOR, smiling. Well, now! 
YERMA, laughs. I'm going to border them with lace. 
VICTOR. If it's a girl, you give her your name. 
YERMA, trembling. How's that? 
VICTOR. I'm happy for you. 
YERMA, almost choking. No ... they aren't for me. 
They're for Maria's child. 
to greet 
Super objective- to make her situation clear to 
Yerma and win her over for her son 
.. 
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VICTOR. Well then, let's see if her example will encour 
you. This house needs a child in it. 
YERMA, with anguish. Needs one! 
VICTOR. Well, get along with it. Tell your husband 
think less about his work. He wants to make money : 
he will, but who's he going to leave it to when he dj 
I'm going out with my sheep. Tell Juan to take out the t 
he bought from me, and about this other thing-try hard 
He leaves, smiling. 
YERMA, passionately. That's it! Try ... I 
I shall say to you, child, yes, 
for you I'll torn and broken be. 
How painful is this belly now, 
where first you shall be cradled! 
When, child, when will you come to me? 
Y erma, who has risen thoughtfully, goes to the pi 
where Victor stood, and breathes deeply-like one t 
breathes mountain air. Then she goes to the other ~ 
of the room as if looking for something, and after 1 
sits down and takes up the sewing again. She begin. 
sew. Her eyes remain fixed on one point. 
CURTAIN 
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A field. Yerma enters carrying a basket. The First 
Woman enters. 
YERMA. Good morning! 
Good morning to a beautiful 
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YERMA. I've just come from taking dinner to my husband 
who's working in the olive groves. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Have you been married very long? 
YERMA. Three years. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Do you have any children? 
YERMA. No. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Bah! You'll have them! 
YERMA, eagerly. Do you think so? 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Well, why not? 
She sits down. 
I, too, have just taken my husband his food. He's old. He 
still has to work. I have nine children, like nine golden 
suns, but since not one of them is a girl, here you have me 
going from one side to the other. 
YERMA. You live on the other side of the river? 
FIRST OLD WOMAN, Yes. In the mills. What family are 
you from? 
YERMA. I'm Enrique the shepherd's daughter. 
FIRST _ oLD WOMAN. Ahl Enrique the shepherd. I knew 
him. Good people. Get up, sweat, eat some bread and die. 
No playing, no nothing. The fairs for somebody else. Silent 
creatures. I could have married an uncle of yours, but 
then . . . ! I've been a woman with her skirts to the wind. 
I've run like an arrow to melon cuttings, to parties, to sugar 
cakes. Many times at dawn I've rushed to the door thinking 
I heard the music of guitars going along and coming nearer, 
but it was only the wind. 
She laughs. 
You'll laugh at me. I've had two husbands, fourteen chil-
dren-five of them dead-and yet I'm not sad, and I'd like 
to live much Ianger. That's what I say! The fig trees, how 
they last! The houses, how they last! And only we poor 
bedeviled women turn to dust for any reason. 
YEHMA. I'd like to ask you a question. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN . Let's see. 
She looks at her. 
to find out more about 
her 
to assure her 
To boast that she has 
sons 
to learn about her 
background 
to shoT her she knoTs 
all about them 
to reminisce joyfully 
her youth and show 
her she ' s been around 
to show her love of 
love, lust, and life 
and contempt for 
death 
to di smiss 
to cut the 
conversation s ho rt 
todrelive her love an IUS~ 
to spur her curios ity 
to f ind the core 
of the trouble 
to find out what's 
wrong in their 
relationship 
to ercci te her memory 
to tell her 
to urge her to tell 
her 
.. 
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I know what you're going to ask me, and there's not 
word you can say about those things. 
She rises. 
YERMA, holding her. But, why not? Hearing you talk ha 
given me confidence. For some time I've been wanting t• 
talk about it with an older woman-because I want to fin< 
out. Yes, you can tell me-
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Tell you what? 
YERMA, lowering her voice. What you already know 
Why am I childless? Must I be left in the prime of my lif, 
taking care of little birds, or putting up tiny pleated cur 
tains at my little windows? No. You've got to tell me wha 
to do, for I'll do anything you tell me-even to stickin. 
needles in the weakest part of my eyes. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Me, tell you? I don't know anythin 
L urlJtut it. I laid down face up and began to sing. Childre 
came like water. Oh, who can say this body we've got isn 
beautiful? You take a step and at the end of the street 
horse whinnies. Ay-y-yl Leave me alone, girl; don't mak 
me talk. I have a lot of ideas I don't want to tell you abou 
YERMA. Why not? I never talk about anything else wit 
my husband! 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Listen: Does your husband plea! 
you? 
YERMA. What? 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. I mean-do you really love him? D 
you long to be with him? 
YERMA. I don't know. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Don't you tremble when he COm! 
near you?l)on't you feel something like a dream when l 
brings his lips close to yours? Tell me. 
YERMA. No. I've never noticed it. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Never? Not even when you've dancec 
YERMA, remembering. Perhaps . . . one time . . . wit 
Vi('tor .•• 
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FIRST OLD WOMAN. Go on. 
YERMA. He took me by the waist and I couldn't say a 
word to him, because I couldn't talk. Another time this 
same Victor, when I was fourteen years old-he was a husky 
boy-took me in his arms to leap a ditch and I started 
shaking so hard my teeth chattered. But I've always been 
shy. 
FIR~~ OLD WOMAN. But with your husband , .. ? 
YERMA. My husband's something else. My father g~vP. 
him to me and I took him. With happiness. That's the plain 
truth. Why, from the first day I was engaged to him I 
thought about . . . our children. And I could see myself in 
his eyes. Yes, but it was to see myself reflected very small, 
very manageable, as if I were my own daughter. 
F IRST OLD WOMAN. It was just the opposite with mf:. 
Maybe that's why you haven't had a child yet. Men have 
got to give us pleasure, girl. They've got to take down ou: 
hair and let us drink water out of their mouths. So runs the 
world. 
YERMA. Your world, but not mine. I think about a lot of 
things, a lot, and I'm sure that the things I think about will 
come true in my son. I gave myself over to my husband 
for his sake, and I go on giving to see if he'll be born-but 
never just for pleasure. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. And the only result is-you're empty! 
YERMA. No, not empty, because I'm £!ling up with hate. 
Tell me; is it my fault? In a man do you have to look for 
only the man, nothing more? Then, what are you going to 
think when he lets you lie in bed looking at the ceiling 
with sad eyes, and he turns over and goes to sleep? Should 
I go on thinking of him or what can come shining out of 
my breast? I don't know; but you tell me-out of charity! 
She kneels. 
FIRST OLD w~. Oh, what an open flower! What a 
beautiful creature you are. You leave me alone. Don't make 
me say any more. I don't want to talk with you auy more. 
These are matters of hvnor. And I don't burn anyone's 
to persuade her to 
talk 
to open her eyes 
to the facts 
to scorn 
to see her as her 
son,• s woman 
to dismiss her and 
those thoughts 
to urge her interest 
to show her contempt of 
God 
To make her see she 
needs a man 
to show her rage for 
men of this sort a.nd 
her pity f or Ye~a 
114 Yerma 
honor. You'll find out. But you certainly ought to be less 
innocent. 
YERMA, sadly. Girls like me who grow up in the country 
have all doors closed to them. Everything becomes half-
words, gestures, because all these things, they say, must 
not be talked about. And you, too; you, too, stop talking 
and go off with the air of a doctor-knowing everything, but 
keeping it from one who dies of thirst. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. To any other calm woman, I could 
speak; not to you. I'm an old woman and I know what I'm 
saying. 
YERMA. Then, God help me. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Not God; I've never liked God. When 
will people realize he doesn't exist? Men are the ones who'll 
have to help you. 
YERMA. But, why do you tell me that? Why? 
FIRST OLD WOMAN, leaving. Though there should be a 
God, even a tiny one, to send his lightning against those 
men of rotted seed who make puddles out of the happiness 
of the fields. 
YERMA. I don't know what you're trying to tell me. 
FIRS o D WOMAN. Well, I know what I'm trying to say. 
Don't you be unhappy. Hope for the best. You're still very 
young. What do you want me to do? 
She leaves. Two Girls appear. 
FIRST GIRL. Everywhere we go we meet people. 
YERMA. With all the work, the men have to be in the 
olive groves, and we must take them their food. No one's 
left at home but the old people. 
SECOND GIRL. Are you on your way back to the village? 
YERMA. I'm going that way. 
FIRST GIRL. I'm in a great hurry. I left my baby asleep 
and there's no one in the house. 
YERMA. Then hurry up, woman. You can't leave babies 
alone like that. Are there any pigs at your place? 
FIRST GIRL. No. But you're right. I'm going right away. 
------ - ~- ---~ 
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YERMA. Go on. That's how things happen. Surely you've 
locked him in? 
FIRST GIRL. Naturally. 
YERMA. Yes, but even so, we don't realize what a tiny 
child is. The thing that seems most harmless to us might 
finish him off. A little needle. A swallow of water. 
FIRST GIRL. You're right. I'm on my way. I just don't 
think of those things. 
YERMA. Get along now! 
SECOND GIRL. If you had four or five, you wouldn't talk 
like that. 
YERMA. Why not? Even if I had forty. 
SECOND GIRL. Anyway, you and I, not having any, live 
more peacefully. 
YERMA. Not I. 
SECOND GIRL. I do. What a bother! My mother, on the 
other hand, does nothing but give me herbs so I'll have 
them, and in October we're going to the saint who, they 
say, gives them to women who ask for them eagerly. My 
mother will ask for them, not I. 
YERMA. They, why did you marry? 
SECOND GIRL. Because they married me off. They get 
everyone married. If we keep on like this, the only unmar-
ried ones will be the little girls. Well, anyway, you really 
get married long before you go to the church. But the old 
women keep worrying about all these things. I'm nineteen 
and I don't like to cook or do washing. Well, now I have to 
spend the whole day doing what I don't like to do. And 
all for what? We did the same things as sweethearts that 
we do now. It's all just the old folks' silly ideas. 
YERMA. Be quiet; don't talk that way. 
SECOND GIRL. You'll be calling me crazy, too. That crazy 
girl-that crazy girl! 
She laughs. 
I'll tell you the only thing I've learned from life: every· 
hotly's stuck inside their house doing what they don't like 
If 
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to do. How much better it is out in the streets. Sometim 
I go to the arroyo, sometimes I climb up and ring the bell 
or again I might just take a drink of anisette. 
YERMA. You're only a child. 
SECOND GIRL. Why, yes-but I'm not crazy. 
She laughs. 
YERMA. Doesn't your mother live at the topmost door i 
the village? 
SECOND GIRL. Yes. 
YERMA. In the last house? 
SECOND GIRL. Yes. 
YERMA. What's her name? 
SECOND GIRL. Dolores. Why do you ask? 
YERMA. Oh, nothing. 
SECOND GIRL. You wouldn't be asking because of ... ? 
YERMA. I don't know ... people say ... 
SECOND GIRL. Well, that's up to you. Look, I'm going · 
take my husband his food. 
She laughs. 
That's something to see! Too bad I can't say my swef 
heart, isn't it? 
She laughs. 
Here comes that crazy girl! 
She leaves, laughing happily. 
Good-bye! 
VICTOR'S VOICE, singing. 
Why, shepherd, sleep alone? 
Why, shepherd, sleep alone? 
On my wool-quilt deep 
you'd finer sleep. 
Why, shepherd, sleep alone? 
YERMA, listening. 
Why, shepherd, sleep alone? 
On my wool-quilt deep 
you'd finer sleep. 
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Your quilt of shadowed stone, 
shepherd, 
and your shirt of frost, 
shepherd, 
gray rushes of the winter 
on the night-tide of your bed. 
The oak-roots weave their needles, 
shepherd, 
Beneath your pillow silently, 
shepherd, 
and if you hear a woman's voice 
it's the, torn voice of the stream. 
Shepherd, shepherd. 
What does the hillside want of you, 
Shepherd? 
Hillside of bitter weeds. 
What child is killing you? 
The thorn the broom-tree bore! 
She starts to leave and meets Victor as he enters. 
VICTOR, happily. Where is all this beauty going? 
YERMA. Was that you singing? 
VICTOR. Yes. 
YERMA. How well you sing! I'd never heard you. 
VICTOR. No? 
YERMA. And what a vibrant voice! It's like a stream of 
water that fills your mouth. 
VICTOR. I'm always happy. 
YERMA. That's true. 
VICTOR. Just as you're sad. 
YERMA. I'm not usually sad, but I have reason to be. 
VICTOR. And your husband's sadder than you. 
YERMA. He is, yes. It's his character-dry. 
VICTOR. He was always like that. 
Pause. Yerma is seated. 
Did you take his supper to him? 
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YERMA. Yes. 
She looks at him. Pause. 
What have you here? 
She points to his face. 
VICTOR. Where? 
Yer 
YERMA, she rises and stands near Victor. Here ... 1 
your cheek. Like a burn. 
VICTOR. It's nothing. 
YERMA. It looked like one to me. 
Pause. 
VICTOR. It must be the sun ... 
YERMA. Perhaps ... 
Pause. The silence is accentuated and without the sligl 
est gesture, a struggle between the two begins. 
YERMA, trembling. Do you hear that? 
VICTOR. What? 
YERMA. Don't you hear a crying? 
VICTOR, listening. No. 
YERMA. I thought I heard a child crying. 
VICTOR. Yes? 
YERMA. Very near. And he cried as though drowning. 
VICTOR. There are always a lot of children around ht 
who come to steal fruit. 
YERMA. No, it's the voice of a small child. 
Pause. 
VICTOR. I don't hear anything. 
YERMA. I probably just imagined it. 
She looks at him fixedly. Victor also looks at her, th 
slowly shifts his gaze as if afraid. Juan enters. 
JUAN. Still here? What are you doing here? 
~RMA. I was talking. 
VICTOR. Salud! 
He leaves. 
-----------
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JUAN. You should be at home. 
YERMA. I was delayed. 
JUAN. I don't see what kept you. 
YERMA. I heard the birds sing. 
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JUAN. That's all very well. But this is just the way to 
give people something to talk about. 
YERMA, strongly. Juan, what can you be thinking? 
JUAN. I don't say it because of you. I say it because of 
other people. 
YERMA. Other people be damned! 
JUAN. Don't curse. That's ugly in a woman. 
YERMA. I wish I were a woman. 
JUAN. Let's stop talking. You go home. 
Pause. 
YERMA. All right. Shall I expect you? 
JUAN. No. I'll be busy all night with the irrigating. 
There's very little water; it's mine till sun-up, and I've got 
to guard it from thieves. You go to bed and sleep. 
YERMA, dramatically. I'll sleep. 
She leaves. 
CURTAIN 
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ACT TWO 
SCENE 1 
Yerm 
A fast flowing mountain stream where the village women 
wash their clothes. The laundresses are arranged at vari-
ous levels. 
Song before the curtain rises. 
SONG 
Here in this icy current 
let me wash your lace, 
just like a glowing jasmine. 
is your laughing face. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. I don't like to be talking. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. Well, we talk here. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. And there's no harm in it. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. Whoever wants a good name, let her 
earn it. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
They laugh. 
I planted thyme, 
I watched it grow. 
Who wants a good name 
Must live just so. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. That's the way we talk. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. But we never really know anything for 
certain. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Well, it's certain enough that her 
husband's brought his two sisters to live with them. 
FIFTH LA IINDRESS The old maids? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Yes. They used to watch the church, 
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and now they watch their sister-in-law. I wouldn't be able 
to live with them. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. Why not? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. They'd give me the creeps. They're 
like those big leaves that quickly spring up over graves. 
They're smeared with wax. They grow inwards. I figure 
they must fry their food with lamp oil. 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. And they're in the house now? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Since yesterday. Her husband's going 
back to his fields again now. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. But can't anyone find out what hap-
pened? 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. She spent the night before last sitting 
on her doorstep-in spite of the cold. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. But why? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. It's hard work for her to stay in the 
house. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. That's the way those mannish creatures 
are . When they could be making lace, or apple cakes, they 
like to climb up on the roof, or go wade barefoot in the 
river. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. Who are you to be talking like that? 
She hasn't any children but that's not her fault. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. The one who wants children, has 
them. These spoiled, lazy and soft girls aren't up to having 
a wrinkled belly. 
They laugh. 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. And they dash face powder and rouge 
on themselves, and pin on sprigs of oleander, and go look-
ing for some man who's not their husband. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. Nothing could be truer! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. But have you seen her with anybody? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. We haven't, but other people have. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. Always other people! 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. On two separate occasions, they say. 
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SECOND LAUNDRESS. And what were they doing? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Talking. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. Talking's no sin, 
rern 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. In this world just a glance can b 
something. My mother always said that. A woman lookin 
at roses isn't the same thing as a woman looking at a man' 
thighs. And she looks at him. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. But at whom? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Someone. Haven't you heard? Y01 
find out for yourself. Do you want me to say it louder? 
Laughter. 
And when she's not looking at him-when she's alone, wher 
he's not right in front of her-she carries his picture-ir 
her eyes. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. That's a lie! 
There is excitement. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. But what about her husband? 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. Her husband acts like a deaf man. Jus 
stands around blankly-like a lizard taking the sun. 
Laughter. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. All this would take care of itself if the) 
had children. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. All this comes of people not being 
content with their lot. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Every passing hour makes the hell 
in that house worse. She and her sisters-in-law, never open-
ing their lips, scrub the walls all day, polish the copper, 
clean the windows with steam, and oil the floors: but the 
more that house shines, the more it seethes inside. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. It's all his fault; his. When a man 
doesn't give children, he's got to take care of his wife. 
FOURTH LAUNDHESS. It's her fault-because she's got a 
ACT TWO Scene 1 123 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. What devil's got into your hair that 
makes you talk that way? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Well! Who gave your tongue per-
mission to give me advice? 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. Quiet, you two! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. I'd like to string all these clacking 
tongues on a knitting needle. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. Quiet, you! 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. And I the nipples of all hypocrites. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. Hush up! Can't you see? Here come 
the sisters-in-law. 
There is whispering. Yerma's two sisters-in-law enter. 
They are dressed in mourning. In the silence, they start 
their washing. Sheep bells are heard. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. Are the shepherds leaving already? 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. Yes, all the flocks leave today. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS, taking a deep breath. I like the smell 
of sheep. 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. You do? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Yes. And why not? The smell of 
what's ours. Just as I like the smell of the red mud this 
river carries in the winter. 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. Whims! 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS, looking. All the flocks are leaving to-
gether. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. It's a flood of WOOl. They sweep 
everything along. If the green wheat had eyes it'd tremble 
to see them coming. 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. Look how they run! What a band of 
devils! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. They're all out now, not a flock is 
missing. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Let's see. No ... Yes, yes. One is 
missing. 
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FIFTH LAUNDRESS. Which one? 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. Victor's. 
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The two Sisters-in-law sit up and look at each other. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS, singing. 
Here in this icy current 
let me wash your lace. 
Just like a glowing jasmine 
is your laughing face. 
I would like to live 
within the tiny snowstorm 
that the jasmines give. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
Alas for the barren wife! 
Alas for her whose breasts are sand! 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. 
Tell me if your husband 
has fertile seed 
so water through your clothes 
will sing indeed. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
Your petticoat to me 
is silvery boat and breeze 
that sweep along the sea. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
These clothes that are my baby's 
I wash here in the stream 
to teach the stream a lesson 
how crystal-like to gleam. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
Down the hillside he comes 
at lunchtime to me, 
my husband with one rose 
and I give him three. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. 
Through meadows at dusk comes 
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To live coals he brings me 
I give myrtle sweet. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
Through night skies he comes, 
my husband, to bed. 
I, like red gillyflowers, 
he, a gillyflower red. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
And flower to flower must be wed 
when summer dries the reaper's blood so red. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
And wombs be opened to birds without sleep 
when winter tries the door and cold's to keep. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
The bedclothes must receive our tears. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
But we must sing in bed! 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. 
When the husband comes 
to bring the wreath and bread. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
Because our arms must intertwine. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
Because in our throats the light is rent. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
Because the leaf-stem becomes fine. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
And the hill is covered with a breeze's tent. 
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SIXTH LAUNDREss, appearing at the topmost part of the 
~wiftly flowing stream. 
So that a child may weld 
white crystals in the dawn. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
And in our waists be held 
torn stems of coral tree . 
.. 
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SIXTH LAUNDRESS. 
So that oarsmen there will be 
in the waters of the sea. 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
A tiny child, one. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
And when the doves stretch wing and beak 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. 
an infant weeps, a son. 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
And men push ever forward 
like stags by wounds made weak. 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. 
Joy, joy, joy! 
of the swollen womb beneath the dress! 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
Joy, joy, joy! 
The waist can miracles possess! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
But, alas for the barren wife! 
Alas for her whose breasts are sand! 
THIRD LAUNDRESS. 
Let her 3hine out resplendent! 
FOURTH LAUNDRESS. 
Let her run! 
FIFTH LAUNDRESS. 
And shine out resplendent again! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
Let her sing! 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
Let her hide! 
FIRST LAUNDRESS. 
And sing once more. 
SECOND LAUNDRESS. 
Yerma 
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FIRST AND SECOND LAUNDRESS, they sing together. 
Here in this icy current 
let me wash your lace. 
Just like a gl->wing jasmine 
is your laughing face. 
Hal Hal Hal 
They move the clothes in rhythm and beat them. 
CURTAIN 
ACT TWO 
SCENE 2 
Yerma's house. It is twilight. Juan is seated. The two 
Sisters-in-law are standing. 
JUAN. You say she went out a little while ago? 
The Older Sister answers with a nod. 
She's probably at the fountain. But you've known all along 
I don't like her to go out alone. 
Pause. 
You can set the table. 
The Younger Sister enters. 
The bread I eat is hard enough earned! 
To his Sister. 
I had a hard day yesterday. I was pruning the apple trees, 
and when evening fell I started to wonder why I should 
put so much into my work if I can't even lift an apple to 
my mouth. I'm tired. 
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He passes his hand over his face. Pause. 
That woman's still not here. One of you should go out 
with her. That's why you're here eating at my table and 
drinking my wine. My life's in the fields, but my honor's 
here. And my honor is yours too. 
The Sister bows her head. 
Don't take that wrong. 
Yerma enters carrying two pitchers. She stands at the 
door. 
Have you been to the fountain? 
YERMA. So we'd have fresh water for supper. 
The other Sister enters. 
How are the fields? 
JUAN. Yesterday I pruned the trees. 
Yerma sets the pitchers down. Pause. 
YERMA. Are you going to stay in? 
JUAN. I have to watch the flocks. You know that's an 
owner's duty. 
YERMA. I know it very well. Don't repeat it. 
JUAN. Each man has his life to lead. 
YERMA. And each woman hers. I'm not asking you to 
stay. I have everything I need here. Your sisters guard me 
well. Soft bread and cheese and roast lamb I eat here, and 
in the field your cattle eat grass softened with dew. I think 
you can live in peace. 
JUAN. In order to live in peace, one must be contented. 
YERMA . And you're not? 
JUAN. No, I'm not. 
YERMA. Don't say what you started to. 
JUAN. Don't you know my way of thinking? The sheep 
in the fold and women at home. You go out too much. 
Haven't you always heard me say that? 
YERMA. Justly. Women in their homes. When those homes 
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to bed, I find my bed newer, more shining-as if it had 
just been brought from the city. 
JUAN. You yourself realize that I've a right to complain. 
That I have reasons to be on the alert! 
YERMA. Alert? For what? I don't offend you in any way. 
I live obedient to you, and what I suffer I keep close in my 
flesh. And every day that passes will be worse. Let's be 
quiet now. I'll learn to bear my cross as best I can, but 
don't ask me for anything. If I could suddenly turn into 
an old woman and have a mouth like a withered flower, 
I could smile and share my life with you. But now-now 
you leave me alone with my thorns. 
JUAN. You speak in a way I don't understand. I don't 
deprive you of anything. I send to nearby towns for the 
things you like. I have my faults, but I want peace and 
quiet with you. I want to be sleeping out in the fields-
thinking that you're sleeping too. 
YERMA. But I don't sleep. I can't sleep. 
JUAN. Is it because you need something? Tell me. An-
swer me! 
YERMA, deliberately, looking fixedly at her husband. Yes, 
I need something. 
Pause. 
JUAN. Always the same thing. It's more than five years. 
I've almost forgotten about it. 
YERMA. But I'm not you. Men get other things out of 
life: their cattle, trees, conversations, but women have only 
their children and the care of their children. 
JUAN. Everybody's not the same way. Why don't you 
bring one of your brother's children here? I don't oppose 
that. 
YERMA. I don't want to take care of somebody else's 
children. I think my arms would freeze from holding them. 
JUAN. You brood on this one idea till you're half crazy-
instead of thinking about something else-and you persist 
in running your head against a stone. 
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YERMA. A stone, yes; and it's shameful that it is a ston 
because it ought to be a basket of flowers and sweet scent 
JUAN. At your side one feels nothing but uneasines 
dissatisfaction. As a last resort, you should resign yourself. 
YERMA. I didn't come to these four walls to resign m) 
self. When a cloth binds my head so my mouth won't dro1 
open, and my hands are tied tight in my coffin-then, the1 
I'll resign myself! 
JUAN. Well then, what do you want to do? 
YERMA. I want to drink water and there's neither wate1 
nor a glass. I want to go up the mountain, and I have n< 
feet. I want to embroider skirts and I can't find thread. 
JUAN. What's happened is that you're not a real woman 
and you're trying to ruin a man who has no choice in the 
matter. 
YERMA. I don't know what I am. Let me walk around; get 
myself in hand again. I have in no way failed you. 
JUAN. I don't like people to be pointing me out. That's 
why I want to see this door closed and each person in his 
house. 
The First Sister enters slowly and walks toward somE 
shelves. 
YERMA. It's no sin to talk with people. 
JUAN. But it can seem one. 
The other Sister enters and goes toward the water iari 
from one of which she fills a pitcher. 
JUAN, lowering his voice. I'm not strong enough for th 
sort of thing. When people talk to you, shut your mout 
and remember you're a married woman. 
YERMA, with surprise. Married! 
JUAN. And that families have honor. And that honor i 
a burden that rests on all. 
The Sister leaves slowly with the pitcher. 
But that it's both dark and weak in the same channe1s o. 
the blood. 
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The other Sister leaves with a platter in almost a proces-
sional manner. Pause. 
Forgive me. 
Yerma looks at her husband. He raises his head and his 
glance catches hers. 
Even though you look at me so that I oughtn't to say to 
you: "Forgive me," but force you to obey me, lock you up, 
because that's what I'm the husband for. 
The two Sisters appear at the door. 
YERMA. I beg you not to talk about it. Let the matter 
rest. 
JUAN. Let's go eat. 
The two Sisters leave. 
Did you hear me? 
YERM A, sweetly. You eat with your sisters. I'm not 
hungry yet. 
JUAN. As you wish. 
He leaves. 
YERMA, as though dreaming. 
Oh, what a field of sorrow! 
Oh, this is a door to beauty closed: 
to beg a son to suffer, and for the wind 
to offer dahlias of a sleeping moon! 
These two teeming springs I have 
of warm milk are in the closeness 
of my flesh two rhythms of a horse's gallop, 
to make vibrate the branch of my anguish. 
Oh, breasts, blind beneath my clothes! 
Oh, doves with neither eyes nor whiteness! 
Oh, what pain of imprisoned blood 
is nailing wasps at my brain's base! 
But you must come, sweet love, my baby, 
because water gives salt, the earth fruit, 
and our wombs guard tender infants, 
just as a cloud is sweet with rain. 
She looks toward the door. 
Maria! Why do you hurry past my door so? 
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MARIA, she enters with a child in her arms. I hurry b~ 
whenever I have the child-since you always weep! 
YERMA. Yes, you're right. 
She takes the child and sits down. 
MARIA. It makes me sad that you're envious. 
YERMA. It's not envy I feel-it's poverty. 
MARIA. Don't you complain. 
YERMA. How can I help complaining when I see you and 
the other women full of flowers from within, and then see 
myself useless in the midst of so much beauty! 
MARIA. But you have other things. If you'd listen to me 
you'd be happy. 
YERMA. A farm woman who bears no children is useless 
-like a handful of thorns-and even bad-even though I 
may be a part of this wasteland abandoned by the hand 
of God. 
M ar!a makes a gesture as if to take .the child. 
Take him. He's happier with you. I guess I don't have a 
mother's hands. 
MARIA. Why do you say that? 
YERMA, she rises. Because I'm tired. Because I'm tired 
of having them, and not being able to use them on some-
thing of my own. For I'm hurt, hurt and humiliated beyond 
endurance, seeing the wheat ripening, the fountains never 
ceasing to give water, the sheep bearing hundreds of 
lambs, the she-dogs; until it seems that the whole country-
side rises to show me its tender sleeping young, while I 
feel two hammer-blows here, instead of the mouth of my 
child. 
MARIA. I don't like you to talk that way. 
YERMA. You women who have children can't think about 
us who don't! You stay always fresh, with no idea of it, 
just as anyone swimming in fresh water has no idea of 
thirst. 
MARIA. I don't want to tell you again what I've always 
said. 
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YERMA. Each time I have more desire and less hope. 
MARIA. That's very bad. 
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YERMA. I'll end up believing I'm my own son. Many 
nights I go down to feed the oxen-which I never did 
before, because no woman does it-and when I pass 
through the darkness of the shed my footsteps sound to me 
like the footsteps of a man. 
MARIA. Each one of us reasons things out for herself. 
YERMA. And in spite of all, I go on hoping in myself. 
You see how I live! 
MARIA. How are your sisters-in-law? 
YERMA. Dead may I be, and without a shroud, if ever I 
speak a word to them. 
MARIA. And your husband? 
YERMA. They are three against me. 
MARIA. What do they think about it? 
YERMA. The wildest imaginings; like all people who don't 
have clear consciences. They think I like another man. 
They don't know that even if I should like another man, to 
those of my kind, honor comes first. They're stones in my 
path, but they don't know that I can be, if I want to, an 
arroyo's rushing water and sweep them away. 
One Sister enters and leaves carrying a piece of bread. 
MARIA. Even so, I think your husband still loves you. 
YERMA. My husband gives me bread and a house. 
MARIA. What troubles you have to go throue:hl What 
troubles! But remember the wounds of Our Lord. 
They are at the door. 
YERMA, looking at the child. He's awake now. 
MARIA. In a little while he'll start to sing. 
YERMA. The same eyes as yours. Did you know that? 
Have you noticed them? 
Weeping. 
His eyes are the same as yours! 
Y erma pushes Maria gently and she leaves silently. 
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Y erma walks toward the door through which her hus-
band left. 
SECOND GIRL. Sst! 
YERMA, turning. What? 
SECOND GIRL. I waited till she left. My mother's expect-
ing you. 
YERMA. Is she alone? 
SECOND GIRL. With two neighbors. 
YERMA. Tell them to wait a little. 
SECOND GIRL. But, are you really going to go? Aren't 
;ou afraid? 
YERMA. I'm going to go. 
SECOND GIRL. That's up to you! 
YERMA. Tell them to wait for me even if it's late! 
Victor enters. 
VICTOR. Is Juan here? 
YERMA. Yes. 
SECOND GIRL, acting the accomplice. Well then, I'll brintJ 
he blouse later. 
YERMA. Whenever you like. 
The Girl leaves. 
iit down. 
VICTOR. I'm all right like this. 
YERMA, calling. Juan! 
VICTOR. I've come to say good-bye. 
He trembles a little, but his composure returns. 
YERMA. Are you going with your brothers? 
VICTOR. That's what my father wants. 
YERMA. He must be old now. 
VICTOR. Yes. Very old. 
Pause. 
YERMA. You're right to change fields. 
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VICTOR. All fields are alike. 
YERMA. No. I'd like to go very far away. 
VICTOR. It's all the same. The same sheep have the same 
wool. 
YERMA. For men, yes; but it's a different thing with 
women. I never heard a man eating say, "How good these 
apples are!" You go to what's yours without bothering over 
trifles. But for myself, I can say I've grown to hate the 
water from these wells. 
VICTOR. That may be. 
The stage is in a soft shadow. 
YERMA. Victor. 
VICTOR. Yes? 
YERMA. Why are you going away? The people here like 
you. 
VICTOR. I've behaved myself. 
Pause. 
YERMA. You always behave yourself. When you were a 
boy, you carried me once in your arms, do you remember 
that? One never knows what's going to happen. 
VICTOR. Everything changes. 
YERMA. Some things never change. There are things shut 
up behind walls that can't change because nobody hears 
them. 
VICTOR. That's how things are. 
The Second Sister appears and goes slowly toward the 
door, where she remains fixed, illuminated by the last 
light of evening. 
YERMA. But if they came out suddenly and shrieked, 
they'd fill the world. 
VICTOR. Nothing would be gained. The ditch in its place, 
the sheep in fold, the moon in the sky, and the man with 
his plow. 
YERMA. The great pity is we don't profit from the ex-
perience of our elders! 
,. 
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The long and melancholy sound of the shepherds' concl 
shell horns is heard. 
VICTOR. The Hocks. 
JUAN, enters. Are you on your way? 
VICTOR. Yes. I want to get through the pass befor 
daybreak. 
JUAN. Have you any complaints to make against me? 
VICTOR. No. You paid me a good price. 
JUAN, to Yerma. I bought his sheep. 
YERMA. You did? 
VICTOR, to Yerma. They're yours. 
YERMA. I didn't know that. 
JUAN, satisfied. Well, it's so. 
VICTOR. Your husband will see his lands overflowing. 
YERMA. The harvest comes to the worker who seeks it. 
The Sister who was at the door leaves and goes intt 
another room. 
JUAN. Now we haven't any place to put so many sheep 
YERMA, darkly. The earth is large. 
Pauses. 
JUAN. We'll go together as far as the arroyo. 
VICTOR. I wish this house the greatest possible happines: 
He gives Yerma his hand. 
YERMA. May God hear you! Salud! 
Victor is about to leave, but, at an imperceptible mom 
ment from Yerma, he turns. 
VICTOR. Did you say something? 
YERMA. Salud, I said. 
VICTOR. Thank you. 
They leave. Yerma stands, anguished, looking at h~ 
hand that she gave to Victor. She goes quickly to the leJ 
and takes up a shawl. 
SECOND GIRL, silently, covering her hand. Come, let's g< 
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YERMA. Come. 
They leave cautiously. The stage is almost in darkness. 
The First Sister enters with a lamp that must not give the 
stage any light other than its own. She goes to one side 
of the stage looking for Yerma. The shepherds' conch-
shell horns sound. 
SISTER-IN-LAW, in a low voice. Yerma! 
The other Sister enters. They look at each other and go 
toward the door. 
SECOND SISTER-IN-LAW, louder. Yerma! 
FIRST SISTER-IN-LAW, going to the door, and in an im-
periOUS voice. Yerma! 
The bells and horns of the shepherds are heard. The 
stage is quite dark. 
CURTAIN 
ACT THREE 
SCENE 1 
Ye1 
The house of Dolores, the sorceress. Day is breakir~ 
Enter Yerma with Dolores and two Old Women. 
DOLORES. You've been brave. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. There'S no force in the world li] 
desire. 
SE COND OLD WOMAN . But the cemetery was terribly dar 
DOLORES. Many times I've said these prayers in tl 
cemetery with women who wanted to have a child, ar 
they've all been afraid. All except you. 
YERMA. I came because I want a child. I don't belie· 
you're a deceitful woman. 
DOLORES. I'm not. May my mouth fill with ants, like t 
mouths of the dead, if ever I've lied. The last time, I sa 
the prayers with a beggar woman who'd been dry lonE 
than you, and her womb sweetened so beautifully that s 
had two children down there at the river because th1 
wasn't time to get to the village-and she carried tht 
herself in a diaper for me to take care of. 
YERMA. And she was able to walk from the river? 
DOLORES. She came; her skirts and shoes drenched w 
blood-but her face shining. 
YERMA. And nothing happened to her? 
DOLORES. What could happen to her? God is God. 
YERMA. Naturally, God is God. Nothing could happen 
her. Just pick up her babies and wash them in fresh wat 
Animals lick them, don't they? I know a son of my 01 
wouldn't make me sick. I have an idea that women who' 
recently given birth are as though illumined from witl 
and the children sleep hours and hours on them, heari 
ACT THREE Scene 1 139 
that sh·eam of warm milk filling the breasts for them to 
suckle, for them to play in until they don't want any more, 
until they lift their heads, "just a little more, child . . ." 
-and their faces and chests are covered with the white 
drops. 
DOLORES. You'll have a child now. I can assure you, you 
will. 
YERMA. I'll have one because I must. Or I don't under-
stand the world. Sometimes, when I feel certain I'll never, 
ever . . . a tide of fire sweeps up through me from my feet 
and everything seems empty; and the men walking in th€ 
streets, the cattle, and the stones, all seem to be made oi 
cotton. And I ask myself: "Why are they put here?" 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. It's all right for a married woman t~ 
want children, of course, but if she doesn't have them, why 
this hungering for them? The important thing in life is to 
let tbe years carry us along. I'm not criticizing you. You see 
how I've helped at the prayers. But what land do you 
expect to give your son, or what happiness, or what silver 
chair? 
YERMA. I'm not thinking about tomorrow; I'm thinking 
about today. You're old and you see things now like a book 
already read. I'm thinking how thirsty I am, and how I 
don't have any freedom. I want to hold my son in my 
arms so I'll sleep peacefully. Listen closely, and don't be 
frightened by what I say: even if I knew my son was later 
going to torture me and hate me and drag me through the 
streets by the hair, I'd still be happy at his birth, because 
it's much better to weep for a live man who stabs us than 
for this ghost sitting year after year upon my heart. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. You're much too young to listen to 
advice. But while you wait for God's grace, you ought to 
take refuge in your husband's love. 
YERMA. Ahl You've put your finger in the deepest wound 
in my flesh! 
DOLORES. Your husband's a good man. 
YERMA, she rises. He's good! He's good! But what of it? ! 
Yern 
wish he were bad. But, no. He goes out with his shee 
over his trails, and counts his money at night. When h 
covers me, he's doing his duty, but I feel a waist cold as 
corpse's, and I, who've always hated passionate womer 
would like to be at that instant a mountain of fire. 
DOLORES. Yerma! 
YERMA. I'm not a shameless married woman, but I kno"' 
that children are born of a man and a woman. Oh, if onl) 
I could have them by myself! 
DOLORES. Remember, your husband suffers, too. 
YERMA. He doesn't suffer. The b:ouble is, he doesn't want 
children! 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. Don't say that! 
YERMA. I can tell that in his glance, and, since he doesn't 
want them, he doesn't give them to me. I don't love him; I 
don't love him, and yet he's my only salvation. By honor 
and by blood. My only salvation. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN, with fear. Day will soon be breaking. 
You ought to go home. 
DOLORES. Before you know it, the flocks will be out, an( 
it wouldn't do for you to be seen alone. 
YERMA. I needed this relief. How many times do I repea 
the prayers? 
DOLORES. The laurel prayer, twice; and at noon, St. Anne' 
prayer. When you feel pregnant, bring me the bushel o 
wheat you promised me. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. It's starting to lighten over the hill 
already. Go. 
DOLORES. They'll soon start opening the big street doors 
you'd best go around by the ditch. 
YERMA, discouraged. I don't know why I camel 
DOLORES. Are you sorry? 
YERMA. No! 
DOLORES, disturbed. If you're afraid, I'll go with you t' 
the corner. 
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FIRST OLD WOMAN, uneasily. It'll just be daylight when 
you reach home. 
Voices are heard. 
DOLORES. Quiet! 
They listen. 
FIRST OLD WOMAN. It's nobody. God go with you. 
Yerma starts toward the door, but at this moment a 
knock is heard. The three women are standing. 
DOLORES. Who is it? 
VOICE. It's me. 
YERMA. Open the door. 
Dolores is reluctant. 
Will you open or not? 
Whispering is heard. Juan enters with the two Sisters. 
SECOND SISTER-IN-LAW. Here she is. 
YERMA. Here I am. 
JUAN. What are you doing in this place? If I could shout 
I'd wake up the whole village so they'd see where the good 
name of my house has gone to; but I have to swallow 
everything and keep quiet-because you're my wife. 
YERMA. I too would shout, if I could, so that even the 
dead would rise and see the innocence that covers me. 
JUAN. No, don't tell me that! I can stand everything but 
that. You deceive me; you trick me, and since I'm a man 
who works in the fields, I'm no match for your cleverness. 
DOLORES. Juan! 
JUAN. You, not a word out of you! 
DOLORES, strongly. Your wife has done nothing wrong. 
JUAN. She's been doing it from the very day of the wed-
ding. Looking at me with two needles, passing wakeful 
nights with her eyes open at my side, and filling my pillows 
with evil sighs. 
YERMA. Be quiet! 
JUAN. And I can't stand any more. Because one would 
have to be made of iron to put up with a woman who 
,. 
wants to stick her finger~ into your heart and who goes r 
of her house at night. In search of what? Tell me! ThE 
aren't any flowers to pick in the streets. 
YERMA. I won't let you say another word. Not one wo 
more. You and your people imagine you're the only on 
who look out for honor, and you don't realize my peop 
have never had anything to conceal. Come on now. Con 
near and smell my clothes. Come close! See if you c~ 
find an odor that's not yours, that's not from your bod. 
Stand me naked in the middle of the square and spit c 
me. Do what you want with me, since I'm your wife, bt 
take care not to set a man's name in my breast. 
JUAN. I'm not the one who sets it there. You do it b 
your conduct, and the town's beginning to say so. It's b( 
ginning to say it openly. When I come on a group, they a 
fall silent; when I go to weigh the flour, they all fall silen 
and even at night, in the fields, when I awaken, it seems t 
me that the branches of the trees become silent too. 
YERMA. I don't know why the evil winds that soil tl 
wheat begin-but look you and see if the wheat is good! 
JUAN. Nor do I know what a woman is looking for ou 
side her house at all hours. 
YERMA, bursting out, embracing her husband. I'm lookiJ 
for you. I'm looking for you. It's you I look for day a1 
night without finding a shade where to draw breath. I 
your blood and help I want. 
JUAN. Stay away from me. 
YERMA. Don't put me away-love mel 
JUAN. Get away! 
YERMA. Look how I'm left alone! As if the moon search 
for herself in the sky. Look at mel 
She looks at him. 
JUAN, he looks at her and draws away roughly. Let r 
be-once and for all! 
DOLORES. Juan! 
Yerma falls to the floor. 
-
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YERMA, loudly. When I went out looking for my flowers, 
I ran into a wall. Ay-y-yl Ay-y-y! It's against that wall I'll 
break my head. 
JUAN. Be quiet. Let's go. 
DOLORES. Good God! 
YERMA, shouting. Cursed be my father who left me his 
blood of a father of a hundred sons. Cursed be my blood 
that searches for them, knocking against walls. 
JUAN. I told you to be quiet! 
DOLORES. People are coming! Speak lower. 
YERMA. I don't care. At least let my voice go free, now 
that I'm entering the darkest part of the pit. 
She rises. 
At least let this beautiful thing come out of my body and 
fill the air. 
Voices are heard. 
DOLORES. They're going to pass by here. 
JUAN. Silence. 
YERMA. That's it! That's it! Silence. Never fear. 
JUAN. Let's go. Quick! 
YERMA. That's it! That's it! And it's no use for mt to 
wring my hands! It's one thing to wish with one's head ... 
JUAN. Be still! 
YERMA, low. It's one thing to wish with one's head and 
another for the body-cursed be the body!-not to respond. 
It's written, and I'm not going to raise my arms against the 
sea. That's it! Let my mouth be struck dumb! 
She leaves. 
QUICK CURTAIN 
Super objective- to have a little fun. 
to tease 
to mock 
to show them she knows 
what's going on 
to slap them 
to show them she's 
on the watch for 
her son 
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ACT THREE 
SCENE 2 
Yerm 
Environs of a hermitage high in the mountains. Down· 
stage are the wheels of a cart and some canvas formin~ 
the rustic tent where Yerma is. Some women enter carry· 
·ng offerings for the shrine. They are barefoot. The happy 
Old Woman of the first act is on the stage. 
SONG 
Heard while the curtain is still closed. 
You I never could see 
when you were fancy free, 
but now that you're a wife 
I'll find you, yes, 
and take off your dress, 
you, pilgrim and a wife 
when night is dark all 'round, 
when midnight starts to sound. 
OLD WOMAN, lazily. Have you already drunk the hoi 
water? 
FIRST WOMAN. Yes. 
OLD WOMAN. Now let's see this saint work. 
FIRST WOMAN. We believe in him. 
OLD WOMAN. You come to ask the saint for children, an 
it just happens that every year more single men come o 
this pilgrimage too; what's going on here? 
She laughs. 
FIRST WOMAN. Why do you come here if you don't bt 
lieve in him? 
OLD WOMAN. To see what goes on. I'm just crazy to S€ 
what goes on. And to watch out for my son. Last year tw 
men killed themselves over a barren wife, and I want to b 
~~ ~- And lastlY. I come because ._feel like it. 
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FIRST WOMAN. May God forgive you! 
She leaves. 
OLD WOMAN, sarcastically. May He forgive you. 
She leaves. Marfa enters with the First Girl. 
FIRST GIRL. Did she come? 
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MARIA. There's her cart. It was hard work to make them 
come. She's been a month without getting up from her 
chair. I'm afraid of her. She has some idea I don't under-
stand, but it's a bad idea. 
FIRST GIRL. I came with my sister. She's been coming 
here eight years in vain. 
MARIA. The one who's meant to have children, has them. 
FIRST GIRL. That's what I say. 
Voices are heard. 
MARIA. I've never liked these pilgrimages. Let's get down 
to the farms where there are some people around. 
FIRST GIRL. Last year, when it got dark, some young men 
pinched my sister's breasts. 
MARIA. For four leagues 'round nothing is heard but 
these terrible stories. 
FIRST GIRL. I saw more than forty barrels of wine back 
of the hermitage. 
MARIA. A river of single men comes down these moun-
tains. 
They leave. Voices are heard. Yerma enters with six 
Women who are going to the chapel. They are barefooted 
and carry decorated candles. Night begins to fall. 
MARIA. 
Lord, make blossom the rose, 
leave not my rose in shadow. 
SECOND WOMAN. 
MARIA. 
Upon her barren flesh 
make blossom the yellow rose. 
And in your servants' wombs 
the dark flame of the earth. 
CHORUS OF WOMEN. 
Lord, make blossom the rose, 
leave not my rose in shadow. 
They kneel. 
YERMA. 
The sky must have such gardens 
with rose trees of its joy, 
between the rose and the rose, 
one rose of all the wonder. 
Bright flash of dawn appears, 
and an archangel guards, 
his wings like storms outspread, 
his eyes like agonies. 
While sweet about its leaves 
the streams of warm milk play, 
play and wet the faces 
of the tranquil stars. 
Lord, make your rose tree bloom 
upon my barren flesh. 
They rise. 
SECOND WOMAN. 
YERMA. 
Lord, with your own hand soothe 
the thorns upon her cheek. 
Hark to me, penitent 
in holy pilgrimage. 
Open your rose in my flesh 
though thousand thorns it have. 
CHORUS OF WOMEN. 
YERMA. 
Lord, make blossom the rose, 
leave not my rose in shadow. 
Upon my barren flesh 
one rose of all the wonder. 
They leave. 
Yernu 
Girls running with long garlands in their hands appear 
from the left. On the right, three others, looking back-
.....z_o., +h12 .~taue there is somethin(! like a crescend 
ACT THREE Scene 2 147 
of voices and harness bells, and bellringers' collars. 
Higher up appear the Seven Girls who wave the gar-
lands toward the left. The noise increases and the two 
traditional Masks appear. One is Male and the other 
Female. They carry large masks. They are not in any 
fashion grotesque, but of great beauty and with a feeling 
of pure earth. The Female shakes a collar of large bells. 
The back of the stage fills with people who shout and 
comment on the dance. It has grown quite dark. 
CHILDREN. The devil and his wife! The devil and his 
wife! 
FEMALE. 
BOY. 
In the wilderness stream 
the sad wife was bathing. 
About her body crept 
the little water snails. 
The sand upon the banks, 
and the little morning breeze 
made her laughter sparkle 
and her shoulders shiver. 
Ah, how naked stood 
the maiden in the stream! 
Ah, how the maiden wept! 
FIRST MAN. 
Oh, wife bereft of love 
in the wind and water! 
SECOND MAN. 
Let her say for whom she longs! 
FIRST MAN. 
Let her say for whom she waits! 
SECOND MAN. 
Ah, with her withered womb 
and her color shattered! 
FEMALE. 
When night-tide falls I'll tell, 
when night-tide glowing falls. 
In the night·tide of the pilgrimage 
I'll tear my ruffled skirt. 
BOY. 
Then quickly night-tide fell. 
Oh, how the night was falling! 
See how dark becomes 
the mountain waterfall. 
Guitars begin to sound. 
MALE, he rises and shakes the horn. 
Ah, how white 
the sorrowing wife! 
Ah, how she sighs beneath the branches! 
Poppy and carnation you'll later be 
when the male spreads out his cape. 
He approaches. 
If you come to the pilgrimage 
to pray your womb may flower 
don't wear a mourning veil 
but a gown of fine Dutch linen. 
Walk alone along the walls 
where fig trees thickest grow 
and bear my earthly body 
until the white dawn wails. 
Ah, how she shines! 
How she was shining, 
ah, how the sad wife sways! 
FEMALE. 
MALE. 
Ah, let love place on her 
wreathes and coronets, 
let darts of brightest gold 
be fastened in her breast. 
Seven times she wept 
and nine she rose, 
fifteen times they joined 
jasmines with oranges. 
THIRD MAN. 
Strike her now with the horn! 
SECOND MAN. 
With both the rose and the dance! 
Yern 
II 
Super objecti ve - to seduce Yerma. 
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FIRST MAN. 
MALE . 
BOY. 
Ah, how the wife is swaying! 
In this pilgrimage 
the man commands always. 
Husbands are bulls. 
The man commands always 
and women are flowers, 
for him who wins them. 
Strike her now with the wind! 
SECOND MAN. 
MALE. 
Strike her now with the branch! 
Come and see the splendor 
of the wife washed clean! 
FIRST MAN. 
MEN. 
MALE. 
Like a reed she curves. 
Let young girls draw away! 
Let the dance burn. 
And the shining body 
of the immaculate wife. 
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They disappear dancing amidst smiles and the sound of 
beating palms. They sing. 
The sky must have such gardens 
with rose trees of its joy, 
between the rose and the rose 
one rose of all the wonder. 
Two Girls pass again, shouting. The Happy Old Woman. 
enters. 
OLD WOMAN. Let's see if you'll let us sleep now. But: 
pretty soon it'll be something else. 
Yerma enters. 
You. 
to get ~ome rest 
t o find out 
her intensions 
t o learn about him 
to seduce 
to make her situation 
clear to her 
to urge 
to persuade 
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Yerma is downcast and does not speak. 
Tell me, what did you come here for? 
YERMA. I don't know. 
OLD WOMAN. Aren't you sure yet? Where's your husbandi 
Yerma gives signs of fatigue and acts like a person 
whose head is bursting with a fixed idea. 
YERMA. He's there. 
OLD WOMAN. What's he doing? 
YERMA. Drinking. 
Pause. Putting her hands to her forehead. 
Ay-y-yl 
OLD WOMAN. Ay-y, ay-yl Less "ayl" and more spirit. I 
couldn't tell you anything before, but now I can. 
YERMA. What can you tell me that I don't know 
already? 
OLD WOMAN. What can no longer be hushed up. What 
shouts from alT the rooftops. The fault is your husband's. 
Do you hear? He can cut off my hands if it isn't. Neither 
his father, nor his grandfather, nor his great-grandfather 
behaved like men of good blood. For them to have a son 
heaven and earth had to meet-because they're nothing but 
spit. But not your people. You have brothers and cousins 
for a hundred miles around. Just see what a curse has 
fallen on your loveliness. 
YERMA. A curse. A puddle of poison on the wheat heads. 
OLD WOMAN. But you have feet to leave your house. 
YERMA. To leave? 
OLD woMAN. When I saw you in the pilgrimage, m) 
heart gave a start. Women come here to know new men 
And the saint performs the miracle. My son's there behind 
the chapel waiting for me. My house needs a woman. Gc 
with him and the three of us will live together. My son's 
made of blood. Like me. If you come to my house, there'll 
still be the odor of cradles. The ashes from your bedcovers 
will be bread and salt for your children. Come, don't you 
worry about what people will say. And as for your hus-
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band, in my house there are stout hearts and strong 
weapons to keep him from even crossing the street. 
YERMA. Hush, hush! It's not that. I'd never do it. I can't 
just go out looking for someone. Do you imagine I could 
know another man? Where would that leave my honor? 
Water can't run uphill, nor does the full moon rise at 
noonday. On the road I've started, I'll stay. Did you really 
think I could submit to another man? That I could go 
asking for what's mine, like a slave? Look at me, so you'll 
know me and never speak to me again. I'm not looking 
for anyone. 
OLD WOMAN. When one's thirsty, one's grateful for water. 
YERMA. I'm like a dry field where a thousand pairs of 
oxen plow, and you offer me a little glass of well water. 
Mine is a sorrow already beyond the flesh. 
OLD WOMAN strongly. Then stay that way-if you want 
to! Like the thistles in a dry field, pinched, barren! 
YERMA, strongly. Barren, yes, I know it! Barren! You 
don't have to throw it in my face. Nor come to amuse 
yourself, as youngsters do, in the suffering of a tiny animal. 
Ever since I married, I've been avoiding that word, and 
this is the first time I've heard it, the first time it's been 
said to my face. The first time I see it's the truth. 
OLD WOMAN. You make me feel no pity. None. I'll find 
another woman for my boy. 
She leaves. A great chorus is heard distantly, sung by 
the pilgrims. Yerma goes toward the cart, and from 
behind it her husband appears. · 
YERMA. Were you there all the time? 
JUAN. I was. 
YERMA. Spying? 
JUAN. Spying. 
YERMA. And you heard? 
JUAN. Yes. 
YERMA. And so? Leave me and go to the singing. 
She sits on the canvases. 
to show Yerma helpless-
ness of her situation 
to scorn and hit home 
to get even, to dismiss 
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JUAN. It's time I spoke, too. 
YERMA. Speak! 
JUAN. And complained. 
YERMA. About what? 
JUAN. I have a bitterness in my throat. 
YERMA. And I in my bones. 
lf:IT1ft 
JUAN. This is the last time 111 put up with your cor 
tinual lament for dark things, outside of life-for things i 
the air. 
YERMA, with dramatic surprise. Outside of life, you say 
In the air, you say? 
JUAN. For things that haven't happened and that neitht 
you nor I can control. 
YERMA, violently. Go on! Go on! 
JUAN. For things that don't matter to me. You he~ 
that? That don't matter to me. Now I'm forced to tell y01 
What matters to me is what I can hold in my hands. Wh~ 
my eyes can see. 
YERMA, rising to her knees, desperately. Yes, yes. That 
what I wanted to hear from your lips . . . the truth isr 
felt when it's inside us, but how great it is, how it shou 
when it comes out and raises its arms! It doesn't matter t 
him! Now I've heard it! 
JUAN, coming near her. Tell yourself it had to happe 
like this. Listen to me. 
He embraces her to help her rise. 
Many women would be glad to have your life. With01 
children life is sweeter. I am happy not having then 
It's not your fault. 
YERMA. Then what did you want with me? 
JUAN. Yourself! 
YERMA, excitedly. True! You wanted a home, ease, ar 
a woman. But nothing more. Is what I say true? 
JUAN. It's true. Like everyone. 
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JUAN, strongly. Didn't you hear me say I don't care? 
Don't ask me any more about it! Do I have to shout in 
your ear so you'll understand and perhaps live in peace 
now! 
YERMA. And you never thought about it, even when you 
saw I wanted one? 
JUAN. Never. 
Both are on the ground. 
YERMA. And I'm not to hope for one? 
JUAN. No. 
YERMA. Nor you? 
JUAN. Nor I. Resign yourself! 
YERMA. Barren! 
JUAN. And live in peace. You and !-happily, peacefully. 
Embrace mel 
He embraces her. 
YERMA. What are you looking for? 
JUAN. You. In the moonlight you're beautiful. 
YERMA. You want me as you sometimes want a pigeon 
to eat. 
JUAN. Kiss me ... like this. 
YERMA. That I'll never do. Never. 
Y erma gives a shriek and seizes her husband by the 
throat. He falls backward. She chokes him until he dies. 
The chorus of the pilgrimage begins. 
YERMA. Barren, barren, but sure. Now I really know it 
for sure. And alone. 
She rises. People begin to gather. 
Now I'll sleep without startling myself awake, anxious to 
see if I feel in my blood another new blood. My body dry 
forever! What do you want? Don't come near me, because 
I've killed my son. I myself have killed my son! 
A group that remains in the background, gathers. The 
chorus of the pilgrimage is heard. 
CURTAIN 
I 
COSTUME- PLO 
Act I - Scene 2 
Green cotton skirt 
Sour cherry red peasant blouse 
Grey cotton shawl 
Black flat slippers 
MAKE- UP 
T 
Act III - Scene 2 
Same 
listie. Hoary, extremely 
like a wig. Deep 
phasis on the l augh 
Make up used vas very rea 
deranged hair, which almost looked 
lines on the face, with special em 
lines of the face. The make-up can 
in the photographs of the producti 
notably be seen 
on. 
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REHEARSAL LOG 
April 3 
Exciting day. Auditions for YEIUfA to be directed by Mr. Peter 
Kass. Steve Cenci and I had prepared - or rather had not 
prepared - the last cene between Yerma and Juan which brings 
the curtain do,m. I got so excited to be auditioning for Mr. 
Kass that I forgot the opening line and had to take it over 
again. ~uch to my amazement the little piece turned out to 
be quite effective. Surprisingly enough this is the first 
time that I heve ever enjoyed auditioning for a part. 'e 
shall see what will happen from here on. 
April 4 
Call back list is up. I am glad and excited my name is on 
the list. 
April 5 
Cast list is up. I am thrilled beyond words to be in this 
production in the part of Pagan Crone. I can already sense 
that it is going to be a very exciting and stimulating 
experience to work with Mr. Kass. First rehearsal of the 
play this afternoon. Reading and discussion of the play and 
the playwright Lorca. Apparently Mr. Kass does not think much 
of the play as a very juicy or deep one. Talked about the 
importance of sex and its psychological effect on peoples' 
lives. The whole company present. Good, enthusiastic, w~lling, 
and happy cast, friendly atmosphere • 
.April 6 
Stimulating reading. The cast has a great deal of respect for 
Mr. !{ass, and everybody is trying his best to please him 
already. Fearing that I shall do something wrong and anger 
him, I can hardly read my lines correctly. 
Fantastic rehearsal. This evening he started firing away 
questions and arguments to stir us as actors, and to 
stimulate our imagination. 
These people are peasants, rough and earthy. You must always 
reme~~~ber on stage 1rho you are, where you are, where you are 
coming from, where you are going, and what you love. My action 
in the first scene is to make her situation clear to Yermo.. 
Asking questions in order to find out what is wrong in 
their relationship {Yerma and Juan) sexual relationship and 
also enjoying every minute of this peculiar interview. Pagan 
Crone is a woman full of zest for life. "I've been to melon 
cuttings", 11 ••• a horse whinnies ••• ", 11 vho can say that 
this body we've got isn't beautiful ••• ", all these show 
that she is (or has been) a pleasure woman, she has it in 
her heart even though she is old now. She may be old in 
years but she is young at heart, feels younger than Yerma. 
Even to hear the word pleasure is enough to excite her 
and make her think of the good old days when ••• 
When she says "but since not one of them is a girl .... " 
she is boasting because in Spain among the peasant folk 
to bear sons is more of an honor for the mother a lways. 
\~at do pleasure, open flower, dance, beautiful mean ? \lliat 
is she saying? What is she implying? World runs around 
pleasure. It is her sneaky way of saying, "••• jazz it 
up, honey, you live only once in this gorgeous world. There-
fore make the best of it. Too bad we all have to die one 
day, but live it up while you're still here, baby". 
An actor must learn to control his emotions. You do not 
play the emotions, but you do something because of an 
emotion. 
April 7 
Another thrilling reading from 3:30 to 10:00 in Room 414. 
There is a very strict disciplinary atmosphere. Nobody to 
leave the room, without securing permission from the stage 
manager and everybody is to be present at every rehearsal 
exactly at the given time regardless of holf little or big 
his part may be, until further notice. 
!fr. Kass told us that we should keep our seats until the 
time when we feel 're have to get up on our feet and move. 
At this point we should start thinking to1ra.rd Yha.t we shall 
be doing. What is significant will find you if you do it 
rjght. Mr. Ka.ss said that the first week, the reading 
period is the experimental week. Experiment broadly, wildly. 
Do anything that you feel like doing, even though it may 
be wrong, it is better to bring in something than nothing 
at all. Use your imagination wildly. Later on you can 
throw a.vay all the unnecessary things and keep the good 
things, and choose the direct line. You cannot know what 
is right unless you try and try and try. It is better to 
start from the broad and then try to eliminate things 
rather than to try and add them later on. This is very 
difficult both for the actor and the directot-. How right 
he is! But how do you go about opening up right away with 
the first cold readings of the play. I shall have to 
conquer this problem yet. 
April § 
Admiral Building. 3:30 - 10:00 
I am tied to my chair. Today everybody started moving 
about.Because of the fear of making a. fool of myself, I wa.s 
a bsolutely fastened to my chair, and read without any 
f eeling or traces of character. In faQt I was very flat, 
I 
monotonous, and meaningless so far. I did not bring in 
anything yet to show the director and to start from. I 
just sit there in my chair and read my part with a 
distant, almost unconcerned look on my face. This is one 
of my major problems; I cannot warm up most of the time 
and feel free to do anything and to start the creative 
process ubtil about the second week of rehearsal. I cannot 
open up immediately until I am sure I am on the right track 
and know precisely what I am doing. 
Toward the middle of the second half of the rehearsal, Mr .• 
Kass told me to start moving, for I must have looked very 
stupid with everybody running around and moving about, 
and I not even stirring from my chair. I was panicked. He 
then told us to follow our e,wn impulse, the best t hing an 
actor ever has, and our sense of direction to move, and it 
will usually be ri ght. He told us a bout the importance of 
entrances and exits. Enter and exit from where you think 
is ri ght and move a bout when you feel like it, but he 
hastily added that extensive movement is disconcerting; 
there ought to be an a bsolutely good reason to move. There 
should be a dramatic factor to move in order to make the 
move dramatically important which is necessary to make it 
significant. DO NOT MOVE unless the movement will definitely 
mean and convey something. No move without aim. 
April 9 
Theatre, Room 210. 
Mr. Kass absent • .Michael Ca rson, Stage .Manager, supervised. 
No values gained from rehearsal 1dthout Mr. Ka.ss. 
April 10 
Theatre, Room 210. 
Mr. Ka.ss absent. No Mr. Kass, no excitement. Read the play 
I 
I 
through twice rather flatly and without any spirit. 
April 11 
Another five and a half hour of sti lating acting class 
by Mr. Kass. These rehearsals are almost like & class. 
Mr. Kass goes out of his way to answer the needs and help 
the different acting problems of each actor. He gives us 
amazing little tips to have up our sleeve to use la,te.r on 
in this profession. One o~ the most important things,he 
said, is strong entrances and exits. Come on &nd say, "Here 
I am : .And you are going to love mel" when you enter, and 
"Remember me : " when :you e:xi 't. With a. strong entrance you 
can immediately draw the audience to yourself and score 
one by drawing their interest to you which means half the 
battle is already wpn. 
"Here I am : " entrance "Remember me ! 11 exit. You have 
got to top others' entrance in friendly combat. Where you 
are coming from and where you are going is very important. 
You must find a good reason to exit in the opposite 
direction from where you entered. Do not exit the same way 
you entered. At t his point we had a long talk about the 
perfectly honest devices used in entrances and exits by 
noted actors of past and present. 
April 12 
Now ve are up against another problem. Indicating - a dirty 
word. If you cannot do anything else, then indicate in the 
beginning. Later on you can fill in the true emotions. Do 
not be scared to indicate at first, later on as a result, 
the emotion will follow. If you have to, start working from 
the outside then fill in. At this point Mr. l{a.ss took a 
box of matches and started to try to li ght one, as one 
after another the matches did not burn, he began indicating 
I 
to show his anger. After about five minutes of this, he 
threv the box of matches on the floor and stumped them. 
The emotion that had begun by indicating was now real. 
You must do something in order to provoke your emotions: 
joy, sorrow, love, etc. Danger of indicating lies in 
not going through and beyond it. 
April 13 
ACT I. 2:30 - 5:30 • 
Another lengthy discussion of the play. We also discussed 
our parts again at length. 
This is a thin play. Lots of holes in it. Lorca is a poet 
but not profound. This is not a profound play, it is an 
emotional play lines are inconsistent of characters. But 
Lorca loves them. The characters are one dimensional. He 
is not merely a crafts~; large and beautiful imagery. 
Long lecture on the theatre of the thirties. 
April 14 
ACT I and ACT II. 7:30- 11:30. 
I could not bring anything in today either. I am scared of 
not being able to portray this part fully. Mr. Kass asked 
me to leaTe the book anrl try to deliver th~ lines, even 
though I had to call for line after each sentence. That 
serves me right. I should have already memerized my part 
by now. 
April 16 
Here it is already the second week of rehea rsal and I have 
not created anything yet. I am very upset. Mr. Ka.ss, 
addressing the whole cast who were all frantically trying 
to get somevhere, said, " You cannot dramatize on the 
stage what is not organic in the play". 
I 
My first scene vith Judy had a little excitement today for 
the first time. I got very encouraged again. 
Each and every rehearsal day is a challenge and so totally 
different from each other. It is a marvelous experience to 
be directed by Mr. Kass. 
April 17 
2:30 - 6:30, 7:30 - 9:00 • 
Another lengthy lecture of great value on acting. Here are 
some of the imported points : when you come on stage you 
bring a variety of emotions which already exist, but there 
is an appropriate time to manifest them at will. If you can 
do this, you can playanything. Unless you bring something 
with you on stage, it will not work. You have to be 
prepared for certain emotional realities. If you bring them 
on , it means that they are ready, therefore you do not 
have to force them, but you live them every ni ght. This 
is what makes acting so exciting and challenging. YQU create 
the part anew each performance, not to try and recapture it, 
because then it becomes flat and meaningless. 
Two or more than two emotions can exist together at the 
same time, and gradually, and one by one, they come up to 
the surface when you need them. Every actor must dare -- by 
hard work anything can be achieved. 
This stirred everybody up, and the rehearsal started with 
a high energy level and added enthusiasm to please him. 
There was no time for ~ entrance. 
April 18 
I fainted at rehearsal todayjust before my second entrance. 
h!ost embarassing situation. As I wanted to lose weight 
before the opening night, I had not eaten anything, which 
might very well have been the cause. I went through the 
I 
s~ene once, l could not laugh and go on laughing as he 
vanted me to. fuen I fainted, they immediately took me to 
the infirmary. I was very upset to leave the rehearsal, just 
when I vas beginning tQ find nev things and values. 
April 19 
Mr. Kass sent word that I ~hould stay at home until I felt 
absolutely veil. So that is lthat I did, being ve'ry upset 
the whole da7 throue;h for not being at rehearsal. HoYever, 
I bad ample time to go over my part. Read the play very 
carefully over again. What is her relati~nship to Yerma ? 
Old Crone likes her as soon as she sees her. I -~ust get 
interested in her problem. I 'rent over my scene "breakdo"Wll 
once more, beats, pauses, and transitions. I have a couple 
of very hard transitions to make. I do not understand at 
this point how this loveable, varm woman turns into the 
horr~ble, scheming old hag in the last sceae. She is a 
woman of pleasure, a loveable, warm character. Even at 
this age she is out to have fun. She is also very sharp. 
All of a sudden it occurred to me that she would be the 
comic relief of the play. She is a hearty peasant woman 
1v-i th a. wa.Fn! personality. I decided that the scene should 
move more swiftly, with a high energy level. It should 
have a happier, gayer tone a.t the beginning. At this point 
I vent back to clarify and relive the past in my mind and 
fill in the gaps of her life before she came on the stage. 
I recorded my voice and listened to jt several times, 
trying to get the correct emphasis and inflection. This 
time I am not so much aware of my accent because this is 
a Spanish play, and she is a Spanish woman. In fact, this 
time my accent is vorking for me and adding a new dimension 
to the character and to the uspanisb - ness 11 • Also 
i 
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worked on articulation. 
April 20 
.ACT I and .ACT Ill • 7:30- 11:30 • 
Long and ~nteresting cession, talking about Volpone and 
Hamlet and the big names of the old days. Then we discusse4 
the play at le~th and tried to find new values in it. We 
s pecifically brooded over the poetic quality of the play, 
the beauty of the language and what we as actors could do 
with it. Mr. Kass maintains that it is very Teak as a play. 
He told us not to probe into the subtext, not to read under-
lying meanings into every line, which are not there in the 
simple lines . Whatever Lorca 1rants to say is out there in the 
open. There is no two ways about it, no underlying hidden 
meanings. Imagery should be an extension, reflection of 
and help to the character, and not to stop the play. 
I sav today that if you bring something, Mr. Kass vill go 
out of his way to help you. But you simply have to shoT 
him something, be it right or wrong. He worked Tith me 
extensively today. No actor has the right to use the 
rehearsal period as a "vann-up" as I had been doing • .An 
.Actor must start experimenting beginning with the f irst 
readings. It is only thus that any-value can be gained at 
the readings. Discussion about what I wanted to do to 
Yerma in our first scene together. Right now the scene is 
slow, boring, and static as far as the movement is 
concerned. Defi~ite relationship between Yerma and Crone. 
The problem of listening and talking. Mr. Kass told me 
that this is my scene and I can play it any way I like as 
far as he is concerned. It is better to overplay than 
underplay. He told me to extend everything I was doing so 
far to its ul t imate end and see vhat happens. I know it. 
Underplay has ~en n~ problem since the first time I walked 
on the stage. Relate to objects ar d you, relate to the 
person opposite you, have a sense and feeling o£ where you 
are. It is through the actor that the audience sees 
everything, a good actor can make the audience see anything 
he wants them to see, and imagi~e and think the way he 
wants them to. This is the great power of acting. Do not 
be afraid or embarassed of your body on stage. Acting is 
one of the most vain professions. You are there to show 
yourself and be admired. Do not be embarassed. 
April 21 
6:30 • 
Picture call in half costumes. Went through the scene again 
a couple of times without any comments from Mr. Kass, so 
I do not know where I am or whether I am on the right track 
or not. I must ask him about hov the scene is coming along. 
I am very upset that I do not have a little time to work 
on this part at home and bring him something new. Unless 
I do my actor's work, I cannot come up with something 
original or creative on stage. Mr. Kass told us at the 
beginning of the rehearsal period that unless we bring him 
something new each day and show him that we are doing our 
homework, he cannot give us anything because he would 
not have any place to start from. I am very disturbed as 
there still is a long way to travel to get to a half-way 
decent portrayal of the character and so I have got to 
work very hard for the remainder of the rehearsal perio«. 
Today I felt that I was very uncomfortable and was very 
much embarassed throughout the entire course of the scene. 
I realized that if I play my action stronger, the scene 
may get somewhere. h~ybe rather than playing my action, I 
was playing for the mood and therefore not getting any-
I 
where at all. When I came home, I went through my scenes 
beat by beat again and did not leave any indefinite, 
uncertain points. 
April 22 
11:00- 5:00 • 
Long rehearsal. !{ass was very gay today. This was the night. 
Fantastic things finally happenned. After days of stalling 
along, and plugging away at the scenes, suddenly the whole 
thing caught fire. It was incredibly exciting. All sorts 
of exciting reactions and interactions oc curred that had 
never happenned before. The whole thing has a shape and 
form now. I seemed to have gained more freedom all of a 
sudden and the scene went vi th a vitality and charm of its 
own, very smoothly. I, as an actress, was very much relaxed 
and confident. As a result of this I enjoyed it for the first 
time. Up to now the scene had turned inwards, nov it was 
very much outgoing. Knowing that I had finally achieved 
some level of performance gave me great confidence, so I 
started riding it up and making use of each and every 
little thing i picked up on the vay just like Mr. Kass 
had advised. Judy, who plays Yerma, is the most marvelous 
actress to work with. She gives so much. 
April 23 
I am very excited at what is happenning at the rehearsals. 
Something very interesting took place today, just before 
I came on. Waiting for my cue backstage, I was jitterbugging 
with Alan and laughing and joking , when all of a sudden 
I heard my cue and rushed on. This set up tbe pace and 
vitality of the scene and everything moved swiftly and 
beautifully. It helped A~an too in his scene because he 
too had to be very happy and. cheery. Later on we decided 
that ve should use this device as our off-stage beat. 
i 
I 
Mr. Kass had some more interesting points to give us. He 
said that an actor must be alert to everything around him 
and must be full of energy and vitality. The over-all 
action of every actor is to dominate the stage everytime 
he comes on. You come on that stage and you act. You come 
on that stage and you say, "Here I am and things wil1 
have to happen to me". And sure enough they wi 11 : Come 
and .get the audience. 
April 24 
We vere called at 2:00 pm. and did not start rehearsal until 
4:00 pm. Mr. Kass vas busy downstairs in the theatre with 
the set. We had a line rehearsal. Never liked line rehearsals; 
somekov I do not see any values in them. I 1d much rather 
rehearse on the set. Duri~g the evening rehearsal Yerma 
and Juan scene was rehearsed mostly. I took off my high 
heels before I came on and tried to find a typical walk 
that lrould be in keeping ri th the character of the woman. 
We had our long working skirts for the first time today . 
It is good to have them now so that we will learn and 
get used to using them and maybe I can use them in such 
a. way as to give a new richness to the character. It is 
very difficult to sustain the character, coming in and out 
at long intervals, but apparently it is done. 
April 25 
Big day. Moved down to the thea t re. The set is very simple. 
It appeals to the imagination of the audience. fe did 
not have to change any little bit of blocking to suit the 
set. Everything worked precisely as it had been upstairs 
in Room 210. Our first scene presented problems however to 
me from my point of view. For my first scene there is 
nothing on the stage but a bench; except for that the 
stage is ·bare. Mr. Ka.ss said that the only thing that 
could save that scene is acting. He said this is where 
you show acting, not hidden behind glamorous sets. You 
just have to draw in the audience ~ the power of your 
acting. It was indeed scaring to be on that stage 
without the help of any theatrical devices to dress 
the scene. Mr. Kass told me that my inward action is 
to steal the scene from Judy. I played it that ·way and 
the turn out was really amazing. It worked beautifully. 
Both Judy and I are quite happy now with the way the 
things are at this stage. The scene is flowing smoothly 
and consistently and riding up until we come to the 
climax, and we both feel that we know where we are going 
and what we want to do and achieve ~ t hat scene. 
April 26 
Another significant day. Props came. I just have a sack 
to use on my way home from the fields. My only object of 
attention is Yer.ma. I do not have anything else to use 
or to relate to. I tried using my shawl in several ways. 
Finally found two ways of using it differently for the 
two different scenes. 
April 27 
Evening rehearsal on stage. We saw the dance company for 
the first time today. It is going to add such a lot to 
the whole production. It is very well done and 
choreographed and in keeping with the general line of 
the play. My scenes were off today. I was not at all 
pleased. No notes for me at t he end of the rehearsal. 
Finally I asked h r. Kass ·1rhy he did not have notes for me. 
He said that whenever everything is going all right, he 
do es not find the need to say anything. It is only when 
I 
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something does not work or is not right that he comments on 
it so that it will be corrected. Otherwise he said you 
go on doing what you had been doing, if I do not say any-
thing it means that I like it. This comforted me, for I 
was worried thinking that maybe my case was so hopeless 
that he would not even bother anymore to do something 
about it. 
April 28 
Uneventful day. I am very tired today. We are rehearsing 
at 210 ~oday again because the dance company is 
rehearsing on the stage. We had another line rehearsal 
which did not accomplish anything. 
April 29 
Mr. Kass gave me a couple of technical notes. Do not slouch 
or bend. Face up, the audience is not down on the floor 
and they have not come to see the top of your head. They 
vant to see your face. Face up •• no reason to hide ~rom 
the audience. \Vho are you playing to on the flnor? Do not 
saunter. Do not walk away in the middle of a speech. Do 
not walk away until you finish what you have to say and 
then turn and go. Do not take these uncertain steps and 
stop go, stop go. Holding vhat you want to say is what 
ipterests the audience. 
April 30 
Most of the, rehearsal was given to the laundresses' scene. 
We rehearsed ours only once. All of a sudden I realized 
that something marvelous had happenned. One of my biggest 
acting problems is that I cannot very often establish an 
eye-contact with the person opposite me, which takes 
away a lot from a scene. One of the criticisms I always 
I 
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get is , "She could not establish an eye-contact. She 
vas looking elsewhere when she vas supposed to be looking 
at the face of the person and relate to the person 
opposite her". Since the beginning of the year I had 
consciously been trying to eliminate this problem and 
had been working on it. When I started working on this 
part with so many other character elements, I forgot 
about this problem, until suddenly tonight it came to me 
that during the creation of this part I never bad the 
difficulty and did not even think about it at all. J·udy 
and I had established an eye-contact beginning with 
almost the first rehearsal and from there on our 
relationship actually gre'r steadily, as I see it at this 
phase. 
Two very unpleasant incidents occurred today, which upset 
both Mr. Kass and the cast. Two members of the cast did 
not show up one after another, since this stopped rehearsal 
it threw everybody off. Eventually we had a long talk 
from Mr. Ka.ss about the responsibility to self and theatre 
and seriousness of purpose, ~hich came very appropriate. 
May 1 
Big night. Critique performance for the Faculty and the 
fellow students of the Theatre Division. Although every-
body pretends to believe that this is just a dress 
rehearsal, nevertheless the critique night audience is 
one of the most important and most difficult to please 
and most critical. We were a little bit thrown by laughs 
at first, for we were not yet used to and did not know 
where to expect laughs, but after the initial surprise, 
we began to enjoy the rapport with the audience because 
we realized that we had already ' v-on the audience over. 
Much to my delight and amazement , I got a hand on my exit. 
Glad to think that may be I had achieved some of vbat Kass 
had been aiming for. Everything seemed to run smoothly 
that is to say without a major catastrophe. Energy level 
was high, and the dynamism and the vitality of the 
scene was there. I did a good make-up job which also 
helped the character a great deal. 
!lay 2 
Performed for the patients of a !ental Institution. They 
proved to be a very good and most receptive audience. 
It is marvelous to have a week of performance period 
rather than one or two days as it was before. The most 
exciting thing is I think to watch the play, and the 
fellow actors gro" during the course of the performances. 
The difference between the opening night performance and 
the time the show closes is fantastic. So many exciting 
things happen during the performance which had not even 
come to mind before during the rehearsal. The important 
thing is to be able to recognize those things and 
accumulate tham and blend them for the better into the 
1rhole of the performance. 
May 3 
All-University Faculty night. Although it was not as good 
a night as the t1v-o previous nights, still it 1v-as '\rell-
accepted, and I got a hand again on both of my exits, 
which having come from the Faculty made me even happier. 
May 4 
Official opening night. We had the best shoT tonight. 
Audience response vas magnificent. Our energy level vas 
high, and everything went perfectly. 
I 
May 5 
Good house tonight. Garcia Lorca, Federico Garcia Lorca's 
brother was in the audience tonight. After the performance 
he came down to our dressing rooms and congratulated 
us. He seemed to be very pleased. He told me that I 
did a very good job in portraying one of his best-loved 
characters in his brother's plays. Mr. Kass left today 
for New Ynrk after the critique at noon. 
I made the most of my melon-cuttings speech tonight. The 
scenes clicked faultlessly. I made the best of the 
laughter tonight. Took my time and really laughed and 
laughed and laughed a long time until I could not laugh 
anymore. It 1ras a most gratifying experience to hear the 
audience follow all of a sudden and start to laugh with 
me, being influenced and infected by my laughter. I got 
a hand again on ~7 exit tonight. 
:May 6 
Like so many good things, this marvelous exp~rience also 
came to a quick end. The sho1r was not up to what it has 
been compared to the previous nights, but still it was 
smooth and flawless. 
I 
I 
HINDSIGHT CONCLUSIONS 
In the calmer and more objective light of hindsight 
I feel that I can analyse my performance >ri th a certain 
degree of justice. The feeling of awe and excitement with 
which I approached the production of YEBMA turued out to 
be fully justified for the experience of vorking with 
Mr. Kass to bring this play to life proved to be most 
stimulating and r ewarding of any that I have so far under-
taken in the theatre. Most of this exciting atmosphere 
was generated by Mr. Kass and because of him each and 
every rehearsal turned out to be most worthwhile. Mr. Kass' 
consideration of the actors, and a group of actors who were 
eager, and mature and entered into rehearsals with an 
esprit de corps and a sense of dedication to the 
production, made it a most valuable experience. 
The general consensus of opinion about my 
performance seemed to be very favorable in the vay that 
they had enjoyed my scenes and that they would long 
remember the loveable old Crone of YERMA for a long time . 
Looking at it from a personal point of viev, I 
must admit that for the first time I myself was very 
pleased with my portrayal of the character. I usually am 
very critical about my own work and know where my strength 
or weaknesses lie. Even though I may not always be able 
to correct the faults, nevertheless, I know they are there, 
and most of the time I am the hardest critic of myself. 
This time, however, I thought that I achieved a consistent, 
believeable and thorough performance and portrayal of 
the character thanks to the able direction and endless 
patient work of Mr. Kass, for which and for all the 
acting lessons I learned from him I shall always be 
grateful. 
I realize of course there could have been a 
hundred and one different other ways of creating her, 
but I felt that at this point 1rith all my capabilities 
and shortcomings, I made the best of this part. In fact 
I found it quite gratifying to have achieved a degree of 
significance in the play for a part that was not the lead. 
All of this however, is not saying that I had reached the 
highest level of performance that could ever be achieved 
in this part. Of course there still was a peak to come, 
a place to go, new v~lues to be discovered had we but 
more than one week of performance period. What 1ra.s there 
at that particular phase was good, had direction, 
simplicity, truth, form and a sense of theatricality. 
During the period of rehearsal, I found out that 
there should not be any such thing as a "warm-up" period 
which most of us use as an excuse for our laziness. An 
actor should start feeling his way around and experiment 
in the first days until he finds and is sure of what is 
right for him, and for the part. 
Trying to create this part and achieve a good 
performance level, the problems I encountered were old 
friends to me by this time -the same problems I face each 
time I work on a part. ltr tendency to underplay is 
steadily becoming very hard to conquer, whichever part I 
do, I am always asked to extend, broaden, and overplay it. 
In the portrayal of Pagan Crone, I 1ras confronted 1ri th 
the same problem and f or the first time overcame it 
through long hours of hard work and special concentration 
on this aspect. Although it never was overplayed, I felt 
that it was broad and big but sharp and definite as well. 
I n the process of achieving this level, I learned such 
a great deal that I do not think from now on underplaying 
will ever be one of my problems again. 
I 
.Another problem solved was the estabHshment of a 
direct eye-contact. No matter who I a.m playing with, I 
have n-ever been able to achieve an eye-contact and was 
severely criticised for this more often than one. It takes 
su-ch a lot from the intensity of the scene. This time Judy 
who is a very hard-working, sensitive actress!, and I 
worked together so closely that because our relationship 
"W'8.S built early enough and because there was It magnificent 
gi v~ and take and interplay betYeen us that t4> establish 
an eye-contact was no difficulty at all becauBe it 
stemmed from the strength of the action and the intensity 
of the scene. The fact that this production m~s the last 
of the year, and that I had the privi lege of a. year's 
attentive work on this problem might have helJ;>ed the 
solution as well. 
The greater part of my lines were emba.ra.ssing and 
at times vulgar. I started off very timidly a1a.d tightly, 
hating every word I had to say which of cours ·e '\Y'as an 
attitude far from Pagan Crone's. I knew deep d.own in my 
hen.rt that even on the opening ni ght I would be embarassed. 
During the course of the rehearsals, I achieved such a 
degree of ease and relaxation through constant work for 
a truthful performance of the character which luckily lY'as 
achieved, that those lines I dreaded came as :naturally 
as they would from the old crone herself.vithout the 
least trace of embarassment. 
My biggest problem, my accent 1rorked for the 
betterment of the portrayal of this character and added 
depth and color and variety to it which was appreciated 
by people who do not know that I have an accent and 
thought that I was quite successful in putting on a Spanish 
accent, and doing a steady job of it. 
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INTERMISSION 
ACT TWO 
Scene 4 ................................................. Yerma's House 
Scene 5 ........................................ ~ ........ Dolores' House 
Scene 6 . . . ............................... . ... , ............ A Hermitage 
' 
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PRODUCTION STAFF 
Stage Manager .................................. ... ... MICHAEL CARSON 
Assistant Stage Managers ............................. ANTHONY DINGMAN 
JoHN SEELEY 
DoNNA ZENOBIA 
Technical Director ...................................... WALTER DoLAN 
Program and Poster Design ......................... RICHARD A. KENERSON 
Photographs by .... ..... ................. ..... ......... H. RoBERT CAsE 
TECHNICAL STAFF 
SHOP AND STAGE CREW 
STEPHEN WEYTE, PATRICIA BERLLY, ALDO DEL VECCHIO, WILLIAM GUILD, 
DAVID LEVENSON, JEAN TANNER, JAMES MARTINDALE, ARTHUR WALDMAN. 
ELECTRIC CREW 
JAMES TuGEND, JACK HENSHAW, Co-Chiefs. SusAN VoLKMAN, BETTY WEiss, 
CLAUDIA NoRTH, RoBERT RussELL, DAVID CARREY, LoUis FLANIGAN, 
NANCY FuNK, ToNI GRoss 
PAINT CREW 
MARILYN DEXHEIMER, Chief. FRANK CHILDS, RoGER JOHNSON, HuNTING-
TON PARKER, JOANNE COLLINS, SHERYL LERNER, ATHAN ANAGNOS'I'OPOU-
LOS, KEITH BRowN, CARA SHUBIN, BoNNIE WooLDRIDGE. 
COSTUME CREW 
GLORIA FRICKE, Chief. ELLEN SHAMIS, FRANCES SMITH, NANCY FREM, 
BARBARA BEAMAN, BARBARA COHEN, JANE EDELSTEIN, JANICE FLAHIVE. 
PROPERTIES CREW 
MARGERY GILMORE, Chief. KATHLEEN SULLIVAN, BLANCHE ZELINKA, 
JULIA SULLIVAN, KARIN UTTERBACH, PAMELA STERLING, SuSAN CASEY, 
PATRICIA DoLE, SusAN DRURY, WENDY GooDWIN, PATRICIA DAVIS. 
FRONT OF HOUSE 
PAUL WESEL, Chief. FRANK KEYSAR, JOAN ROLLINS, MARY WARNER, 
CoNNIE ELLIOTT, MARY LouisE HAYDEN, TERRIE CuRRAN, RosLYN DICKENS, 
BETSY KADUK, JEAN PARKER, BARBARA ARONSON. 
COMING EVENTS 
May 13, 1961 -DANCE DAY AT BOSTON UNIVERSITY 
The Joseph Gifford Dance Theater 
10 a.m.-12 noon Master Class at the Sargent Gymnasium, University Road 
2 p.m.-4 p.m. Lecture Demonstration at the Boston University Theatre 
8 p.m. Dance Concert at the Boston University Theatre 
Proceeds to benefit the Division of Theatre Arts Scholarship Fund 
CREDITS 
Record Department, Book Clearing House 
Original Music Played by: FRED BuDA, MARGARET HoLMAN, RoBERT SULLIVAN 
Pope J-;. Boston University News, Tuesday, May 9, 1961 
Lor~a's 'Yerm~' Ends Theatre Season 
\ ' ~ ' , BY sTEVE VeRNICK 
News Drama Critic 
The· Unftersity' Theat~ ' Affl di'Visidll clds~d),ts :~~asoh 1last weekentf'' in excel~e'nt _fqrril witti I 
Garcia Lbilt:'a's1 4'Yer'rria'"· · prof~sM:onally direcl:e'(i' ' ·by Peter· KaSit. · : · · · · · ·, · · · ·; ; : ''· · 
'n.e play centers around a woman energy, ana vital yearning It de- · Nell Ci.arl!: : and Pertny 'HIIYII ·added' 
who deot~J:i~te1y ,_ wa11~ to. hilVe, a , manded. Her . ,aJ"Jost, flawl~ss per",. greatly 
1 
to the overall procJttetion as-
child aq<l . ~anqot,.:, ; " . · · . ,.- . · . ~rmance was one of ·the Y'llfr's , the lead ·dancers in· tt_le nightmare 
Kass W'8;li llble. _to ~rtng out tit~ ,. q,utstandlng. · ·,. · . scene. Goksel Kortay's performance 
best in his actors and actresses in, ~- .. , YerJ:I¥1'5 husbaDjll, J.uan. .who is as Pagan Crone was a good one. She 
play which , ~ ceJ,"tai.n,ly a dilficult pne .f4Jally kill~ , by: Xel'ma, :W~ played worked weU with .Judy Ross. 
to prod~~· · . . : · 1 ,. : • . extre~ly well · l)y . · Jame& Stral!JY, Faye Dunaway gave a •ery excit-
Overcomlr'IJ , ,t l) . l,s~ K.,ss .haJ ,altbough, .at times the .role ~wed 
brought real theatre to the Uni· a bit inconsistent. ing . performance in her rOle. 
versify. Joyce Kelner gave a good per· 
The title role of Verma was ex- formance, uneven at times, of Maria. 
cellently portrayed by Judith Ross /. friend of Maria's, Yerma is en-
who gave to her part the life, vious of her ful' she has a baby. 
---------------------------------------- ------------ ----
Meryl Peeker was outstanding in 
the laundry sequence a.nd 1deserves 
note, as dow the re&t of the cast-
too many ie mention-but it was 
the combined eft'ort of all that gave 
the audience a wonderful night of 
theatre. 
The choreography by Joseph Gif· 
ford added to the show greatly as 
did t;he music by Gardner Read. 
The sets by Allen Klein were 
excellent and made the show that 
much more enloyable. 
Virgil Johnson's lighting eft'ort was 
one of the beSt I have seen at the I 
University theatre. It was just right 
and not only worked well with the 
, set but enhanced it/ 
The costumes by THOmas E. Pic-
ani blended weH. 
J 
BiR Tt'iRK KJ7.1 BA~ARILI TF..MSILI.U Vi..'Rtt6A -- Giik-
~1'1 r~ .tla...W. ~ kw, Boston .t'nt'feftlteeJ $)N.m. 
1'Jyatrosu'nun sahneye koydd~ Freder:loo Garela Lorea'n1n 
tna» adh temslllnde Olleinlt blr'rol o~Wtr. Bu 
MJU'le, GOkse1 Kol"t&Y, ook betenUmelde ..e '-kdlr edll• 
'i'ftektedir. Restm; Goksel Kottay'J (safda) Yerma adh iem• 
slide ,Osterlyor. · 
From DUNYA Newspaper, Istanbul, Turkey. 
(Goksel Kortay in rehearsal in Yerma on the left.) 
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